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PREFAOS. 



I 8RAT.I. not attempt any labored encomiums on Shakspear^, 
•r endeavour to set forth his perrections, at a time when such 
universal and just applause i« *v^id^ hint, and when every tougue 
n big with his boundless fame. He nimseh' tells us, 

To gild refined gold, t,o paint the lily. 

To throw a perfume on the violet. 

To smooth Uie ice, or add another hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with taper -light 

To seek the beauteous eye of hcavn to garnish. 

Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

And was'..eful and ridiculous indeed it would be, to ' sa} aay 
thing in his praise, when prcseuting toe world with such a 
collection of Beauties as perhaps is no where to be met 
.with^ and, I may very safely affirm, cannot be parallelet <iroB 
the productions of any other finale authpr, ancient or mNiem 
There is scarcely a topic, con^r^pon! <v1t^ o^he/ writ«ri|,»on .^hicb 
be has not excelled them all;'t<)iwe' ard JMany neb^peci]liajr*tft' 
bimself, where he shines unrtvane<Jf,'an<^ Iffce the e^([^e^ *^^p!^ 
est emblem of his daring genius,^ spars* beyond ^e^e>4nmori 
reafeh, and gazes undazzlca on the st^nt ^MMWtiitft^s affuwh* limm 
■o bold, frigid criticism almost danes to«tJJ«ip||ipy^ '^h^u ami 
those narrow niiails which are iupap&Ue /}£ sijsva^ing tlieir tdtsat 
to thei^ublimity of their author*s; are W4iritfg4oJ[ktuAgVieta town 
to a level with their own. Honcor floauyvnAS'^p^asitgM^haVe been 
condemned in Sitakspoare, as rant and fusthui, intolerabre mmh- 
oost, and turgid iionKcnse, which, if read' !with Uie least gU w at 
the same imagination that warmed tlie writer^s bosom, w :ukl 
blaze in the robes of sublimity, and obtain the commendutioif ' oi 
a Longinus. And, unless some of the same spirit that elevated ho 
poet, elevate the reader too, he must not presume totalk of t><4le 
and elegance; he wiM prove a lauguid reader, an imhfier m 
jtu^e, and a far more indifi*ereat critic and commentator. 

t\'i8 some time since I first proposed publishing this collect! n; 
£ur Slinkspeare was ever, of all modern authors, my chief favo r 
it^ ^od during my relaxations' from my more severe and nee Sr 
Jar/ studies at collej^e, I never omitted to read and indulgomys h 
ip Ihe rapturous flights of this delightful and sweetAsX c3n\Vl ^ 
fancy: and when my imagitiation has been healed b^ iVv^ ^««' • .% 
M/^ddv" or Mb uncommon fire, have never failed lo VametiX* ^\v^v "i* 






ft PREFACE. 

Beauties shoald be so obscured, anfl that he himself should be 
made a kind of stage, for bungling critics to show their clumsy 
activity upon. t 

It was my first intention to have considered each play criti- 
cally and regularly through all its parts; but as this would have 
swelled the work beyond propec bounds, I was obliged to confine 
myself solely to a collection of his Poetical Beauties: and I doubt 
Dot, every reader will find so large a fund for observation, so 
much excellent and refined morality, that he will prize the work 
as it deserves, and pafy, with me» all due adoration to the manes 
of Shakspeare. 

Loiiginus*^ tells us, that the most mfallible test of the true sub- 
lime, is the impression a performance makes upon our minds 
when read or recited. '* If," says he, ** a person finds, that 
a performance transports not his soul, nor exalts his thoughts; 
that it calls not up into his mind ideas more enlarged than the 
mere sounds of the words convey, but on attentive cxaihination 
Its dignity lessens and declines, he may conclude, that whatever 
pierces no deeper than the ears, can never be the true sublime 
That, on the contrary, is grand and lofty ; which the more we 
consider, the greater ideas we conceive of it: whose force we 
eannot possiMy withstand; which immediately sivkti deep, and 
MBMikes'sttch impression on the mind as cannot easily be worn mtt 
oreffiiecd: in^a word, you mavjirgnqunco that sublime^ beautiial, 
V and;^nuipo^ Whi(^ a^:vjr8 jH^itt^ and takes equally with all 
"W^ 3;>^m<n%'For Wh*an perspi^i ^f different humours, agra, pro- 
'fis^^^bs^r «3id mcliniftions, agree in the same joint approbation of 
' =any per(prmance,«ti^9 t^W union of assent, this combination of 
so many difl^rent jtidgm^iiffc^ stamps a high and indisputable 
▼alue on^tiif^t.fs^miimim^e, ^hich meets with such general ap- 
piauite." ,This fin^ ebeft^\^tioi|i of Longinus is most remarkably 
verified ih' !^hhksfn)ar(|;'*^(^air4iumours, ages, and incliikations, 
jointly- procbhn their ap(mlfc^xt^n and esteem of him; and will, 
I hope, be iound tr(ie in most of the passages wliieh are here 
collected from him: I 'say, most, because there are sonio which I 
am convinced will not stand this test: the old, t lie grave, and 
■the severe, will disapprove, perhaps, thn more soft (and as they 
may call them) triflmg love>tales, so elegantly breathed forth, and 
so emphatically extolled by the yoimg, the ^ay , and the passionate; 
while these will esteem asdtrll and languid,* the sober saws of mo- 
rality, and the home-felt observations of experience. However, 
as it was my business to collect for readers of aii ta<«tes, and all 
complexions, let me desire none to tlisapprove what hits not their 
own humour, but to turn over the page, and they will surely find 
something acceptable and engagiri». Hut J have yet another 
Mpology to mdke, lor some psissages introduced merely on account 

*'^ee L'tn^itni.i on ih*- Sii/i/i iic. S^Cl. 7. I'lif lvwi\«\.>\wu W V\\« \,t\V U 
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of their peealiuit^, which to tome, ponibly, will appear neithor 
•ahlime nor beaotiftil, and yet deeenre attention, as indieatinf 
the vast stretch, and aoDietimes particular torn <^ the poet's 
jmagiaation. 

There are many passa^ In Shakq>eare eo closely connected 
with the plot and characters, and on which their beauties so 
wholly depend, Uiat it would ha?e been absurd and idle to have 
produced them here: hence the reader will find little of the inimita^ 
ble Falstaff in this work, and not one line extracted from the 
Merry Wives of Windsor, one of Shakspeare's best, and most 
justly admired comedies: whoever reads that play, will immedi- 
ately see, there was nothing either proper or possible for this 
work; which, such as it is, I mpst sincerely and cordially re- 
commended to the candour and benevolence of the world: and 
wish every one that peruses it, may feel the satisfaction I have , 
frequently felt in composing it, and receive such instructions and 
advantages from it, as it is well calculated and well able to be- 
stow. For my own part, better and more important things 
henceibrth demanded my attention, and I here, with no small 
pleasure, takc^ leave of Shakspeare andv the critics; as this work 
Was begun and 6nished, before I entered upon the sacred function, 
in which I am now happily employed, let me trust, this juvenile 
performance will prove no objection, since graver, i£nd some very 
eminent members of the church, have thought it no improper 
employ, to comment, explain, and publish the works of their 
own country poets. 

W. DODD 



THE LIFE 

OF 

WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. 



The name of Shakspeare, which is mentioned by Verste- 
gan, among those " symames imposed upon the first bearers 
of them for valour and feats of arms," is one of great antiquity 
in the woodland districts of Warwickshire. The family, thus 
honorably distinguished, appears to have i;cceived its origin 
either at Rowington or Lapworth. Long before the genius 
of our great dramatic poet had rendered their name a subject 
of national interest, the Shakspeares were established among 
the more affluent inhabitants of those villages, and thenbe 
several individuals of the race, from time to time, removed, 
and became settlers in the principal places of the country. 

After the most indefatigable researches, Malone found 
himself unable to trace the particular branch of the family 
from which Shakspeare himself descended, beyond his imme- 
diate ancestor ; but it is mentioned by Rowe, as being " of 
good figure and fashion," in the town of Stratford. This 
statement is supported by the authority of a document, pre- 
served in the College of Heralds, conferring the grant of a 
eoat of arms on John Shakspeare, the father of the poet, in 
which the title of gentleman is added to his denomination ; 
and it is stated, that " his great grandfather had been re- 
warded by King Henry the Seventh, for his faithful and 
approved services, with lands and tenements given him in 
those parts of Warwickshire, where they have continued by 
some descents, in good reputation and credit." 

If Shakspeare's father inherited any portion of the estate 
whidh the royal munificence had thus conferred onYiia 9ltv,^^< 
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tor, it was insufficient for his wants; and lie waf obliged to 
hare recourse to trade to increase the narrow measure of his 
patrimony. The traditional accounts that have been received 
respecting him are consistent in describing him as engaged 
in business, though they disa^ee in the nature of the em- 
ployment which they ascribe to him. In the MS. notes which 
Aubrey had collected for a life of the'poet, it is affirmed, that 
** his father was a butcher ; ** while, on the other hand, it is 
stated by Howe that he was " a considerable dealer in wool." 
The truth of the latter report it is scarcely possible to doubt. 
It was receiY<fd from Betterton the player, whose yeneration 
for the poet induced him to make a pilgrimage to Warwick- 
shire, that he might collect all the information respecting 
the object of his enthusiasm which remained among his 
townsmen, at a time when such prominent facts as the cir- 
cumstances and aVocation of his parents could not yet have 
sunk into oblivion. It is, indeed, not improbable that both 
thesQ^ccounts may be correct. "Few occupatiq^s," observes' 
M$ilone, " can be named which are more naturally connected 
with each other." Dr. Farmer has shown that the two trades 
were occasionally united : or if they were not thus exercised 
together by the poet's father, his having adopted them sepa- 
rately' at different periods of his life, is not inconsistent with 
the changeful character of his circumstances. The new 
notioii of John Shakspeare's having been a glover, which has 
been advanced in MaIone*s last edition of our author's works, 
I have no hesitation in dismissing. It is neither supported 
by tradition, nor probability ; and the brief minute which 
the laborious editor discovered in the bailifTs court at Strat- 
ford, must have referred to some other of the innumerable 
John Shakspeares, whom we find mentioned in the wills and 
registers of the time. 

The father of Shakspeare married, probably about the year 
1555 or 1556, Mary the daughter of Robert Arden, of Wil- 
lingcote, in the county of "Warwick ; by which connexion he 
obtained a small estate in land, some property in money, and 
such accession of respectability as is derived from an equal 
and honorable alliance. The family of Mary Arden, like his 
omv, was one ofgreaX antiquity in the country, «ivi^\i<st vBe> 



oeytoss ako Jiad J^i^. re^^FiW^i lor ^Veiv laltiKM %xid ixnpor- 
Unt «enfices\ by. th« gratitude of Heiury the SeTe^th. The 
third chUd, «xid; the el4^t, 9P]i^f.t^,^Qn,.iKa8 the le^s- 
facated subject Qf the, i^eeent meiAoirg. 

WihhiAK &B;^]^P£A^.WMMbom,oiL the 23d oj? Apdl»JU>^, 
and baptized QQ, the 26th ef the same ]«onth. 

At the time of thehiith of 4us ■ iliustrioiue .Q^spri^, John 
Shakspeare evideatly ei\joyed no slight degree of estimation 
among his townsmen. He was already a member of the cQtr 
poration, and -for two sucoessiye years had been nominated 
one of the chamberlains of Stratford. From this time he 
began to be chosen in due succession to the highest municip^ 
offices of the borough. In 1569, he was appointed to dis- , 
charge the importaAt duties ef high bailiff; and was subse- 
quently elected and sworn chief alderman for the year 1571.. 

During this period of his life, which constitutes the poet's 
years of childhood, the fortune of Master John Shakspeare -^ 
for 80 he is uniformly designated in the public writings of the 
borough, from the time of his acting as high- bailiff-- per- 
fectly corresponded with the station which we find him 
holding among his townsmen. His charities rank him with 
the second class of the inhabitants of Stratford. In a sub- 
scription for the relief of the poorj 1564, out of twenty^^our 
persons, twelve gave more, six the same, and six less, than 
the poet*s father; and in a second subscription, of fourteen • 
persons, eight gaye mpre, five the same, and one .less. So 
early as^l5a6, he held the lease of two houses in the tow^, 
one in Green Hill, ^Ud the other in Henley street ; in 1570 
he rented fourteen acres of land, called Ington Meadow ; and 
we find him four years afterwards becoming the purchaser ol 
twe additional houses i^ Henley street, with a garden and 
orchard attached to each. 

In this season of prosperity, Mr. John Shaksj^eare was not 
careless of the abilities of his child> His own talents, had 
hfm wholly unim^o;Ted by education, and he was one of the * 
tifehre, out of the nineteen alderm^ of: Stratford, whose 
a^m&plishments did not extend to being able to sign. l\v!&\x 
oim n«aiee. Xh/ft circaauft^nce, by the bye, most Bati%le.c\A« 
4iijf^^e9t»bIUbe9 tJ^e fact, that he could not l^ave wiiU^ ^t^ 
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totdtt^tm of fidth ivliich was fbtmd in repairing tlie roof of 
itis residence at Sttetfbrd. Bnt, wftateyer Were his own defi- 
eiencies, he was carefiil that the talents of his son should 
not sufifer from a similar neglect of education. William was 
placed at the Free School of Stratford : it is not uninteresting 
to know the names of the instructors of Shakspeare. They 
have been traced by the minute researches of Malonc. 
Mr. Thomas Hunt, and Mr. Thomas Jenkins, were succes- 
sively the masters of the school, from 1572 to 1589, which 
must have included the school-boy days of our poet. 

At this time, Shakspeare w<Tuld have possessed ample 
means of obtaining access to all those books of history, 
poetry, and romance, with which he seems to have had so 
intimate an acquaintance, and which were calculated to 
attract his early taste, and excite the admiration of his young 
and ardent fancy ; and he might also thus early have become 
imbued with a taste for the drama, by attending the perform- 
ances of the different companies of players, the comedians 
of the Queen, of the Earl of Worcester, of Lord Leicester, 
and of other noblemen,' who were continually making the 
Guildhall of Stratford the scene of their representations. 
But he was soon called to other cares, and the discharge of 
more serious duties. The prosperity of his fkth^r was not of 
permanent duration. In 1578, 'M>. John Shakspeare mort^ 
gaged the estate which he had received from his wife ; in the 
following year he was exempted, from the contribjjtion of 
four-pence a week for the poor, which was paid by the other 

' aldermen ; and that this e^teeption in his favor was made in 
consequence of the pecuniary embarrassments under which 
he was known to labor, is manifest from his having been at 
the same period reduced to the necessity of obtaining Mrl 
Iiambert*8 security for the payment of a debt of five pounds, 
to Sadler, a baker. This depression of his circumstances is 
iMded to by Kowe, and a1|ributed to the expenses incidental 
to a large and increasing family ; but in this statement, the 
real cause of his difficulties is mistaken. It has been ascer- 
tained^ by the diligence of Malone, that the family of Shak- 

Mpeare's father was by no means nuxheTOUs ; for of his eight 
tM^-mi, Hve only attained to ih« age ot ma.toflfv\:^. Tt^a 



4ecay of his a£^uzs was the natoral consequence of the dt 
dine of the hranch of trade in which he was engaged. As « 
vool-stapler, Mr. John Shakspeave had flourished as long as 
the business itself was prosperous ; and with its failure, hii^ 
fortunes had fallen into decay. He became involved in the 
gradual ruin which fell on the principal trade of the place, 
and which, in 1590, drew from the bailiff and burgesses of 
Stratford, a supplication to the Lord Treasurer Burghley» 
lamenting the distresses of the town; ''for want of such 
trade as heretofore* they had by chtMnge, and making of 
yarne, ymploying and mayntayninge a number of poore 
people by the same, which now live in great penury and 
ousene, by reason they ar4 not set at worke, as before they 
have been." 

. In this unfayorable state of the affairs of his family, Shak* 
speare was withdrawn from school; ''his assistance was 
ii;anted at home." It was, I should imagine, at this juncture, 
that his father, no longer able to^ secure a respectable sub* 
fistence for his wife and children, by his (Higinal trade as a 
woolHBtapler, had recourse to the inferior occupation of a 
Wtcher ; and, if the tale be founded in fact, which Aubrey 
aays " he was told heretofore by some of his neighbours," 
then it must have, been, that Shakspeare began to exhibit 
lus dramatic propensities, and "when he killed a calfe, would 
do it in a high style, and make a speech." 

The assistance, howe*^, which the poet rendered his 
&ther in his business, was not of long duration. He had 
JQst attained the age of eighteen, when he was married. 
The object of tius early attachment was Anne, the daughter 
of Bichard Hathaway, a substantial yeoman, in the neigh* 
borhood of his native town. She was eight years older than 
her husband ; and Oldys, without stating his authority, in 
one of his MSS. mentions her as beaidiftU, It may be feared 
that this marriage was not perfectly happy. From the cele- 
bfated passage in Twelfth Night, condudiag with 

** Tben let tby love be younger than thyself. 
Or thy affection caimot hold the bent,*' 

m^Bi^w90pt thfit ^bak^p^ate, at the time «f irnida% <)»»% 
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^riiich wfts probably his lait play, bad Hred to repent hia tod 
early marriage, atid the indulgieiice of an affection so much 
" misgrafted in respect of years."* Such is the conjecture of 
Kalone ; but it is hardly fair to apply personally to the poet 
the general maxims that may be discorered iH his' works. 
His daughter Susanna was bom in the following year; Thii 
parish register of Stratford Infbnhs us that within eighteen 
months afterwards his wife bore fwhn, a son and daughter, 
who were baptized' by the names of Hamet and Judith : and 
thus, when litde more than twenty, Shakspeare had already 
a wife and three children dependent on his exertions for 
support. 

Malone supposes that our author was at this time 'em* 
ployed in an attorney's office, and gives a long list of quota- 
tions from his works, whieh ^how how familiarly he was 
acquainted wi^ the terms and the uaa^eS of the law, iii 
support of his conjecture. As there are no other grounds 
for entertaining such a supposition ; as testimony of the same 
nature, and equally strong, might be adduced to prove that 
Shakspeare was a member of almeost every other trade or pro- 
fession, for he was ignorant of none; and as the legal 
knowledge which he displays might easily hav^ been caught 
up in conversation, br indeed from experience in the quirks 
and technicalities of the law, during the course of his own 
and his father's difficulties *, I have little hesitation in classing 
this among the many ingenious but unsound conjectures of 
the learned editor, and adopting the tradition of Aubrey 
respecting the avocation of this portion of his life, lb sat- 
isfy the claimis that were multiplying around him, Shakspeare 
endeavored to draw upon his talents and acquirements as the 
source of his supplies, and undertook the instruction of 
children. 

The portion of classical knowledge that he brought to the 
task, has given occasion for much controversy, which it is 
now impossible to determine. The school at which he was 
educated, produced several individuals, among the contem- 
poranea of our great poet, who were not deficient in learning; 
and though be was prematurely withdrawn from their com* 
maiaiahip, it wonU be diffieolt to beMeve, lSb»X ^*e^ \S&" 
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^(ka^ts^iii tkfpt^hei^^tmt he eould have mmgled lor any 
WBsiderable time in their course of study, without attaining 
t proportionate share of their information. '* He understood 
litin pretty well/- says Auhrey; imd this account corre* 
ijMnds ^tltcily with the description of his friend Ben Jonson, 
irbo speaks^ of him as one possessed " of little Latin and less 
Greelc." Dr. Farmer/ indeed, hfts proved, that translations 
j of tU the classics to which Shakspeare has referred, were 
ibeady in circulation before he wrote ; and that in most of 
bis allusicms to Greek and Latin authors, e/vident traces are 
fiseoTerable of his haying consulted the translation instead 
of the original. But this fact establishes very little : it might 
htre proceeded fh>m indolence, or from the haste of compo- 
sition, urging him to the readiest sources of information, 
nther than from any incapacity of availing himself of those 
vbieh^were more pure^ but less accessible. That he should 
appear tndeofned in the judgment of Jonson, who, perhaps, 
lieasured him by the scale of his own enormous erudition, is 
no imputation on his classical attainments. A man may 
bave made great advances in the knowledge of the dead lan- 
gBages, and yet be esteemed as having '* Uttle Latin and less 
Chieek," by onewho' has reached those heights of scholarship, 
whi^ the friend and companion of Shakspeare had achieved. 
ft is- a proof that Ms acquirements in the classic languages 
iMae considerable, or Jonson would scarcely have darned 
diem of sufficient value to be at all numbered among his 
(vilifications. AistoPreneh, it is certain he did not deal 
Irith translations only ; for the last line of one of his most 
Idebrated speeches, the Seven Ages of Man, in As you Uke 
dfi' is haitated from a poem called 'the HenriadSf which was 
int publish^ in 1594, in France, and never translated. 
AsMer, the author of it, is describing the i^^tpearance of the 
fjtiMi iof Adndral Coligny, on l^e night after his murder, at 
Itettassacar^of Si Bartholomew, and introduces the follow* 
iigl^iseage:-^ 

' ^Stau pU^i »ana nudtu^ tans nez, aant oreiUe»,8aiu yen*, 
*'^^' MmrbridBimeapmU. 

Ij^^^i^ of Shakspeare, 



ecaroely exceeds the rules of legitimate translatto^ ; and t^ 
introduction and repetition of the French prepositioq, iadi* 
Gates that the coincidence was intentional, a&d stands as an 
acknowledgment of the imitation. Mr. Capel Lofft has, 
perhaps, very fairly estimated the extent of Shakspeare*8 lit- 
erary acquirements : ** He had what would now be considered 
a yery reasonable proportion of Latin ; ^e was not wholly 
ignorant of Greek ; he had a knowledge of the French so Bt 
to read it with ease; and I believe not less of the Italiaa 
He was habitually conversant in the chronicles of his country. 
He had deeply imbibed the Scriptures." --> And again, in 
speaking of his Ventta aiid Adonis and t\ie Rape (^ Lua^sce, 
which were the first published e£forts of ^lakspcare'sgeniuftj 
Mr. Lofft continues : " I think it not easy, with due attention 
to these poems, to doubt of his having acquired, when a boy, 
no (ordinary fieicility in the classic language of Rome ; and, 
when Jonson said he had ' less Greek,' had it been true tiiat 
he had none, it would have been us easy for the verse as for 
the sentiment, to have said * no Greek.* " 

^With these qualifications for the task, Shakspeare ap^ied 
himself to the labor of tuition. But both the time and the 
habits of his life, rendered him peculiarly unfit for the situa-^ 
tion. The gaiety of his disposition naturally inclined him ta 
society; and the thoughtlessness of youth prevented his 
being sufficiently scrupulous about the conduct and the ch|ur^ 
acters of his associates. " He had by a misfortune, common 

I enough to young fellows, fallen into ill company," saya 
Bowe ; and the excesses into which they seduced him, wer« 
by, no means consistent with that seriousness of deportment 
and behavior which is expected to accompany the occupation 
that he had adopted. The following anecdote of these day» 
of his riot, is still ciurent at Stratford, and the neighboring 
village of Bidford. I give it in the W4>rds of the author from, 
whom it is taken. Speaking of Bidford, he says, " ther» 
were anciently two societies of village-yeomanry in this place^ 
who frequently met under the appellation of Bidford topers. 
It was a custom of these heroes to challenge any\Of their 
neigbhon, &med (or the love of good ale, to a drunken com> 

^at: Among others, the people of Stc&tfoid. -^rex^ »^^ ^^i 
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t»t, trfal df strength, and in the number of their champions, 
as the traditional story runs, our Shakspeare, who forswore 
all thin potations, and addicted himself to ale as lustily as 
Falstaff to his sack, is said to have entered the lists. In 
confirmation of this tradition, we find an epigram written by 
Six Aston Cockayn, and published in his poems in 1658, p. 
124 ; it runs thus : — 

TOUR. CLB3CSMT FtSHEB, OP WIWCOT. 

SkakspearBj your Htneot ale bath much renown'd. 
That fbx'd a beggar so (by chance was found 
SleepiBg) that there needed not many a word ; 
To make him to believe he was a l<«d : 
But yoa affirm (and in it seems moat eagef), 
'Twill make a lord as drunk aa any beggar. 
Bid J^ortou brew such ale as Shakspeare fancies 
Did put j^lt Sly into such lordly trances ; 
And let us meet there (for a fit of gladness), 
And drink ourselves merry in sober sadness. 

*^ When the Stratford lads went oyer to Bidford, they found 
the topers were gone to BTesham fair ; but wer€^ told, if they 
idshed to try their strength with the sippera, t^ey were ready* 
for tile- contest. Thijs beiAg acceded to, our bard and his 
companions wore staggered at the first outset, when they 
tkiNight it advitftMe to sottnd a retreat, while the means of 
retreat were practicable ; apd they had scarce marched half a 
mile, before they were all forced to lay down more than their 
ams, and encamp in a very disorderly and lumiilitary form, 
mder no better coTering than a large ottb-tree ; and there 
they tested till morning. ' 

^^' This tree is yet standing by the side of the road. If, as 
itthas been obserred by the late "Mir.T, Warton, the meanest 
bof^l to wfaiek Shakspeare has an allurion interests curiosity, 
tad. «cqttire» an importance, surely the tree which has spread 
iHhshftde «T€T tAmt and sheltered Mm from the dews of the 
m^tt has a claim to our attention. 

' '* In tiie morning, when the company awakened «ux bve^^ 
thcPMory;Sift^«; tbejr ehtteated him^ to return to B\dtOT4., %.ti^ 
Mimrih^ ehmrge; but this he dma^iaed:, and lookUv^ xoosid 



upon tlie adldning, Tilkiges, ezdaimed, * No ! I h9M9* had 
enough ; I have drank with 

Piping Pebworth^ Dancing Manton, 
Haunted HiIlbro% Hungry Gnflon, 
Dttdgittg Ezliall, Papist Wick0fonl, 
Begswly Broon, and Dranken Bidford*' ' 

" Of the truth of this story, I have very little doubt ; it is 
certain that the crab-tree is known all around tiie country by 
the name of Shakspea!(e's crab; and that the villages to 
which the allusion is made, all bear the epithets here given 
them: the people of Febworth ar» still famed for their skill 
on the pipe and tabor ; Hillborough is now called Haunted 
Hillborough ; and Grafton is notorious for the poverty of its 
soil." 

The above relation, if it be true, presents us with a mos't 
unfavorable picture of the manners and morals prevalent 
among the youth of "Warwickshire, in the early years, of 
Shakspeare ; and it fills us with regret, to find our immortal 
poet« vrith {acuities so exalted, competing the bad pre- 
. eminence in such -abominable contests. It is some relief 4o 
know that, though he erred in uniting himself with such, 
gross associations, he was the. first to retreat from them in 
disgust. 

We can scarcely, 9't the present day, fonn a correct and 
impartial judgment of & subsequent offence, in which these 
mischievous connexions involved him as a party. The trans- 
gression, welighty as it wouli now be eoiuiidercd,' appears to 
admit of great extenuation, on account of the manners and ' 
sentiments that prevailed at the timfe ; and when we contem- 
I^ate the i^uuteqveaices to which it led, we find it difiicult to 
condracm, with mn^h severity of censure, the occasion by 
which Shakapeare :Kra9^ removed .from the intercourse of saeh.. 
u&worthy cott^iuiionsi and by which those powerful energiet 
of inteUeet were awak^ied ia one, who might otherwise, 
perhaps, have been degraded in the course of vulgar sensual- 
i^tea^ to an ^quaUty with his associates, or have attsined to 
nif jk/gAer ditttkictim iksm the applaHses of a country town. 
'Oa^. of tbfi $ivmte suMuo^VMiiLts of t^e ^^ ^Twev»i(^^ 



WILLIAM SHAK8PEAKE. 

with irhoni Sh'^kspeara had coime!ct«& Moi^elf, was the 
tteajdng of '* deer and conies.*' This violation of the rights 
of property, must not, however, be estimated with the rigor 
which would at the present day attach to a similar offence. 
In those ruder ages, \ the spirit of. Boljia Hood was yet 
abroad, and tker and ^9»ey<UaUng classed, with robbing 
orchards, among the more adventurous but ordinary levities 
of youth. It was considered in the light of an indiscretion* 
rather than of a criminal c^ence ; andin this particular, the 
young men of Stratford were countenanced by the practice 
of the students of the Universities. In these hazardous ex- 
ploits, Shakspeare was not backward in accompanying his 
comrades. The person in whose neighborhood, perhaps on 
whose property, these encroachments were made, was of all 
others the individual from whose hands they were least likely 
to escape with impunity in case of detection. Sir Thomas 
Lucy was a Puritan ; and the severity of manners which has 
always characterized this sect, would teach him to extend 
very little indulgence to the excesses of Shakspeare and his 
wilful companions. He was besides a game preserver: in his 
place, as a member of parliament, he had been an active in- 
strument in the formation ot the game laws : and the tress- 
passes of our poet, whether committed on the demesne of 
himself or others, were as offensive to his predilections as to 
his principles. Shakspeare and his compeers were discovered, 
and fell under the rigid lash of Sir Thomas Lucy's authority 
and resentment. The knight attacked the poet with the 
penalties of the law; and the poet revenged himself by 
sticking the following satirical copy of verses on the knight's 
park. 

COPT OP THE YEBSES ON BIB THOMAS LUCT. 

** A parliement member, a justice of peace, 
At borne a poore scarecrowe, in London an asse ; 
If Lucy is Lowsie, as some volke misscall it, 
filynge LoWsie Lucy whatever befkll it. 

Be thinKs hymself greate, yet an asse in hys state 
We aHowe bye his eares but with asses to mate \ 
IS Jjoey ia Loweie, as some volke misscaU U, 
jB^i^go Lowsie Lacy wbntevet bsfhll it. 



He*! aluMi^tf^ |Nmi4 iDMleiit knt|2ite of tb^^phic^,. . , 
At home nobodye lovei^-yet theres many him feiBrs ; 
If Lucy is Lowsie, 9s some volke misscall it, ' * 

Synge Lowsie Lucy whatever befall it. > 

To the MssidBB b» went^ ttad <lyd aoraly complaiB, 
Hi6 parke had been'iokf'd» and Ilia deer they wendriaiQ ; 
This Lacy ia LowsSe^ at aome voIKe nuaacaU it . 

SyBge.LowBie J(iucy wltotever be&U iiL . 

He sayd 'twas a ryot, his men had been beat, 
His venson was stole, and clandestinely eat ; 
Soe Lucy is Lowsie, as some voike miascall it, 
Synge Lowsie Lucy whatever be&U it. 

Soe haughty was he when the fact was confessed, 
He said 'twas a crime that could not bee redressM ; 
Soe Lucy is Lowsie, as some volke misscall it, 
Synge Lowsie Lucy whatever befall it. 

Though Lucies a dozen be paints in his coat. 
His name it shall Lowsie for Lucy bee wrote ; 
FxHT Lucy is Lowsie as some volke misscall it, 
Synge Lowsie Lucy whatever befall it. 

If a iuvenile frolicl^ he cannot forgive. 
Well synge Lowsie Lucy as long as we live \ 
And Lucy the Lowsie a libel may call it, v 

We'll synge Lowsie Lucy whatever liefiill it" 

It would appear that the above song, the first effort w« 
have received of our author's poetical talents, was not his 
only attempt at this kind of retaliation. It is said, in a book 
called a Manvscrij^ History of the Stage, which is supposed 
by Malone to have been written between 1727 and 1730, 
" that the learned Mr. Joshua Barnes, late Greek professor 
of the University of Cambridge, baiting about forty years 
ago at an inn in Stratford, and hearing an old woman singing 
part of the abovesaid song, such was his respect for Mr. 
Shakspeare's genius, that he gave her a new gown for the 
two following stanzas in it ; and could she have said it all, 
he would (as he often said in company, when any discourse 
haa^casually arose about him) have given Yiw ten guineas. 



*<fiir Xbomaa Wfi8 too covetoiu, 

To covet so much deer f ^ 

When borns enough upon hi^ead 

Most plainly did appear. 

.Had not hit wonbip oiedMT toft ? 

Wbatthbo? Hebadftwilb, 
Took pains enough lo find him hornii 

Should last him during life." 

The volume in which this anecdote is found, is not much 
to be relied upon ; for the author has been, in several in? 
stances, detected as too credulous in receiving the reports 
of others, or as actually criminal, in giving the reins to his 
imagination, and supplying the want of facts by the rer 
sources of his invention. The verses, however, which prove 
not to have been, as was originally supposed, part of the first \ 
satirical effusion, but the fragment of another jcu ^esprit ot 
the same kind, and on the same subject, sufficiently authen- 
ticate themselves. The quibble on the word deer^ is one that 
was familiar with our author ; and, says Whiter, ** the lines 
may be readily conceived to have proceeded from our young 
bard, before he was removed from the little circle of his 
native place.** Besides, the author of the book in which 
they were first published must have possessed an intrepidity 
of falsehood 'unparalleled in the history of literary forgeries, 
if he had dared, so soon after the death of Joshua Barnes, to 
advance a story of this kind as a notorious fact, when, had it 
been a fiction, any of the professor*s friends would have had 
an opportunity of contradicting him. Malone considers these 
verses, as well as the first, a forgery ; and cites the epitaph 
erected by Sir Thomas Lucy, in praise of his wife, as evidence 
of their spuriousness. Exaggerated censure is the very es- 
sence of a satire : exaggerated praise is the universal charac- 
teristic of the epitaph. Each is equally wide of the truth: 
it is probable, that the real character of Lady Lucy neither 
warranted the panegyric of her husband, nor the severity of 
Shakspeare. But it would, at the present day, puzzle the vo.* 
gennity of an CEdipu^^ to determine which Yras iXiOftt Y^<c\'3 
to afford tb^ fairest estimate ot her worth. 
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The contest between Shakspeare and Sir Thomas Lucy was 
Aiequal; and the r|^ult was such as might have been antici- 
pated, from the disproportion that existed between the 
strength and weapons of the opposing parties. The x>oet 

" might irritate by his wit ; but the magistrate eould wound by 
his authority. It is recorded by Mr. Davies, that the knight 
'* had him oft loAtjp^, and sometimes imprisoned, and at last 
made him fly his native country." That the severity was 
undue, there can be little room for doubt|ng. Every contem- 
porary who has spoken of our author, has been lavish in the 
praise of his temper and disposition. "The gentle Shak- 
speare " seems to have been his distinguishing appellation. 
No slight portion of our enthusiasm for his writings, may be 
traced to the fair picture which they present of our author's 
character : we love the tenderness of heart •— the candor and 
openness, and singleness of mind — the lai^eness of senti- 
ment — the liberality of opinion, which the whole tenor of 
his works prove him to have possessed ;^ his faults seem to 
have been the transient aberrations of a thoughtless moment, 
which reflection never failed to correct. The ebullitions of 
high spirits might mislead him ; but tl5e principles and the . 
affections never swerved from what was right. Against such 
a person, the extreme severity of the magistrate should not 
have been exerted. His youth — his genius — his accom- 
plishments—his wife and children, should have mitigated 
the authority that was armed against him. The powerful 
enemy of Shakspeare was not to be appeased : the heart of 
the Puritan or the game-preserver is very rarely *' framed of 
penetrable stuflf." Our author fled from the inflexible perse- 
cutions of his opponent, to seek a shelter in the metropolis ; 
and he found friends, and honor, and wealth, and fame, 
where he had only hoped for an asylum. Sir Thomas Lucy 
remained to enjoy the triumph of his victory ; and he yet 
survives in the character of Justice Shallow, as the laughing- 
stock of posterity, and as another specimen of the exquisite 
skill, with which the victim of his magisterial authority was 
capable of painting the peculiarities of the weak and thf 

raj'n, the arrogant and the servile. 
About the year 1587, in the twcnty-fhiiA ot \na a.%^,^\va5!> 
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ipeare arrived ijk London. It is not possiUa to diMoyer the 
inducements \^hicli led our poet, after his flight from StrtSt- 
ford, to seek his home and his subsistence in the nei^bolr* 
hood of a theatre. J^robably, in the course of their traTels, 
he might have formed an acquaintance ^th some of the per- 
formers, during the occasional visits which they had made to 
Stratford. Heminge and Burble, distinguished performers 
of the time, were both Warwickshire men, and bom in the 
vicinity of Stratford. Greene, another celebrated comedian 
of the day, was the townsman, and he is thought to have 
been the relation, of Shakspeare. On arriving in the me- 
tropolis, these were, perhaps, his only acquaintance, and they 
secured his introduction to the theatre^ It seems, however, 
agreed, that his first occupation there was of the lowest 
order. One tradition relates, that his original office was that 
of call-boy, or prompter's attendant ; whose employment it 
is, to give the performers notice to be ready to enter, as often 
as the business of the play requires their attendance upon 
the stage ; while another account, which has descended in a 
very regular line from Sir William, D'Avenant to Dr. Johnson, 
states, that Shakspeare's first expedient was to wait at th% 
door of the play-house, and hold the horses of those who 
rode to the theatre, and had no servants. to take charge of 
them during the hours of performance. It is said, ** that he 
became so conspicuous in this office, for his care and readi- 
i^ess, ,that in a short time, every man as he alighted called 
for Will Shakspeare; and scarcely any othet waiter was 
trusted with a horse, while Will Shakspeare could be had. 
This was the first dawn of better fortune. Shakspeare 
finding more horses put into his hand than he could hold, 
hired boys to wait under his inspection, who, when Will 
Shakspeare was summoned, were immediately to present 
themselv^, / am Shakspeare*s hoy, sir. In time, Shakspeare 
found higher employment, but as long as the practice of 
riding to the play-house continued, the waiters that held the 
liorses retained the appellation of Shak^peaare*s hoys. That 
t|ie, above uiecdote was really communicated by Pope, Wviti^ 
Is no room to doubt This fact Dr. Johnsoii states \V[^tl "^d^ 
ami Maihorit/, and coining from such a SQuxce^ t\ie *\»tj Vl 
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eertoinly deserving of more respect tiiaxi .^e^;6%>!mx];eif[tators 
liaye been inclined to attach to it. It Wits e(!^n9^y;t^^^^ 
by D'Ayenant/ who, if the frequenters of? 'Uie\i3f'e4^^;^h^d 
been in the habit of riding to the play^ mu^tii^at^'i^'^ : 
bered the time; and if at that time, the.^'ladji.^kiWr.lb^lc; ■ 
chaise of the horses were, as he affirmed, called ^ihiiksjpe.Cfgjf? 
boySf that circumstance is the strongest pos8ii>ie Je'oi^^l^. 
tionof the story. But it was known to Rowe/fchdV^lieTcteii 
by him ; and Steerens advances this omission aja.a prcraf tiidt>" 
our author's first biographer considered the anecdote incredl- ■ 
ble, and wholly undeserving his attention. Rowe*S-.84ppce^- ' * 
sion of the fact may, however, have originated in soine oth^ • 
cause than his suspicion of its truth. Might he not hav^ ' 
been actuated by that absurd spirit of refinement, Which :i5»-. 
only too common among the writers of biography, as well-as ,■ 
history, and which induces them to conceal or. misrepresent 
every occurrence which is at all of a humiliating nature, and 
do^s not accord with those false and efieminate notions' so 
generally entertained respecting the dignity of that peculiar 
class of composition? But, however inferior the sifueftiotir 
'Which Shakspeare occupied on first entering upon, his dra^ . 
matlc career, his talents were not long buried in obscurity. 
He rapidly rose to the highest station in the theatre ; and, 
by the power of his genius, raised our national dramatio. 
poetry, then in its merest infancy, to the highest state of 
perfection 'Which it is perhaps capable of reaching. . 

It is impossible for any art to have attained a more rapid . 
growth, than was attained by the art of dramatic writing in 
this country. The people had, indeed, beenloiig accustomed • . 
to a species of exhibition called MiRAC^iBS, or^ MXS?^^!!^^^^^ 
founded on saqred subjects, and performed py the ministers 
of religion themselves, on the holy festivals, in or near the 
churches, and designed to instruct the ignorant in the leading; 
facts of sacred history. From the occasional introyduction of 
allegorical characters, such as Faith, Death, Hope, or Bin, 
into these religious dramas'; representations of another kin,d, 
es22ed jitobalitibs, had by degrees arisen, of which the plots 

liwre more arti£cial, regular, and connected, a,n€! 'which were . 

mtU-^lj formed of such personifications \ but th* ttfc&X.xwi^ 
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drmglit of a regwlar tragedy and comedy that appeared, Lord 
Saek'ville's Garbodue, and Still's Gammer GurtovCi Needle, 
ytete not produced till within the latt» half of the sixteenth 
century, and but little more than twenty years previous to 
Shakspeare's arrival in the metropolis. 

About that time, the attention of the public began to be 
more genially directed to the stage ; and it throve admirably 
beneath the cheerful beams of popularity. The theatrical 
performances which had, in the early part of the reign of 
Elizabetll^ been exhibited on temporary stages, erected in 
such halls or apartments as the actors could procure, or, 
more generally, in the yards of the great inns, while the 
spectators surveyed them from the surrounding windows and 
galleries, began. to be established in more convenient and 
permanent situations. About the year 1569, a regular play- 
house, under the appropriate name of The Theatre was built. ^ 
It is aupposed to have stood somewhere in Blackfriars ; and 
three years after the commencement of this establi;$hment, 
yielding to.Jier inclination for the amusements of the theatre, 
and disregarding the remonstrances of the Puritans, the 
queen granted license and authority to the Servants of the 
Earl of Leicester, "to use, exercise, and occupie the arte 
an^ facultie of playinge comedies, tragedies, interludes, 
stage-playes, as well for the recreation of our lovinge -sub- 
jects, as for pur solace and pleasure, when we shall thinke 
good to see them, throughoute our realme of England.** 
From this time, the number of theatres increased with the 
ripening taste and the increasing demands of the people. 
Various noblemen had their respective companies of per- 
formers, who were associated as their servants, and acted 
onder their protection ; and during the period of Sh^speare's 
theatrical career, not less than seven principal play-houses 
were open in the metropolis. 

Of these the Qkbe, and the play-house in Blackfriars, 
were the property of the company to which Shakspeare was 
himself attached, and by whom all his productions were ez» 
hihited. The Globe appears to have been a woodeti^^iuiN^^itn!^, 
of a eotuiderable sue, bexagoagil withpUvti. oad eVscxi!\ax 
titbga; it ma tkatehed in part, but a Urg« |«)xt\Aiv oi >i^% 



roof Tvais opeh fb the' Ttr6&thi»r.' Thliiim* the oolnpafty'AJiQm* ; 
mer theatre; and the pliiyb w^re a^ted by da^rlight': at the 
BlackfriarSf on the contrary, which was the winter ^eatre^ 
the top was entirely cloi^d) and the p«rformance8 were ex* 
hi|)ited by candle-light. In every other respect, the eeonomy 
and usages of these houses appear to have bee& the same, 
and to have rlHembled those of erery other contemporary 
theatre. 

"With respect to the interior arrangements, there were very 
few points of difference between onr modem theatres and . 
those of the days of Shakspeare. The terms of admission, 
indeed, were considerably cheaper; to the boxes the entrance 
was a shilling, to the pit and galleries only sizpoice. Six- 
pence, also, was the price paid for stooU upon the sts^ ; and 
these seats, as we learn from Decker's ChdPa Hombook, were 
^peculiarly affected by the wits and critics at the time. The 
'conduct of the audience was less restrained by the sense of 

' public decorum, and smoking tobacco, playing at cards, eating 
and drinking, were generally prevalent among them: the 
hour of performance also Was earlier; the play beginning at 
first at one, and afterwards at three o'clock, in the afternoon. 
During the time of representation, a flag Was unfurled at 'the 
top of the theatre ; and the floor of the stage (as wss the 
case with every floor at the time, from the cottage to the 
palace) was strewn with rushes. But in other respects, the 
ancient theatres seem to have been nearly silnilar to those of 
modem times : they had their pit, where the inferior class of 
spectators — the ffroundlinga -^'vetited their clamorous cen- 
sure or approbation ; they had their boxes, and, even their 
private boxes, of which the right of exclusive admission was 
hired by the night, for the more wealthy and refined portion 
of the audience ; and theire were again tiie ffoUeriea, or scaf- ' 
folds above the boxes, for those who were content to pmqchasa 
inferior accommodations at a cheaper rate. On the stage, 
the arrangementis appear to have been nearly the same aa at 
present— the curtain dividcid the amdienee from the acton t 
which, at the third sounding, not indeed of the' ftetf, but of 
the trumpet, vms drawn firr the eommenoemsnt of the per* 

f^naanee, Mtit<me haa pidtlA«d MiiAftiSlf «&iaL \i3a uai^jRA^^ 
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in his account of the ancient theatre, by the sniqposition that 
there was a "permanent deration of about nine feet, a^the 
back of the stage, from which, in many of the old plays, part 
of the dialogue was ^ken ; and that there was a priyate 
box on each side of this platform. Such an arrangement 
woula have precluded the possilnlity of all theatrical illusion ; 
and it stfems an extraordinary place to fix up<yi as a station 
for spectators, where th'ey could haye seen nothing but the 
backs and trains of the performers. But as Malone himself 
acknowledges the spot to have been inconvenient, and that 
*^ it is not yery easy to ascertain the precise situation where 
these boxes were ; " it may be presumed, from our knowledge 
of the good sense of our forefathers, that, if indeed such 
boxes existed at all, they certainly were not where the histo- ' 
riim of the English stage has placed them. Malone was pos- 
sessed with a^ opinion, that the use of scenes was unknown 
in the early years of our national drama, and he was perhaps 
not unwilling to adopt such a theory respecting the distribu- 
tion of the stage as would effectually preclude the supposi- 
tion that such aids to the imagination of the audience had 
ever been employed. That he was in error respectihg the 
want of painted scenery, I cannot help suspecting, eVen 
against tho high authority of Mr. GKffbrd. As to his perma- 
nent platform, or tgpper sttige, he may, or may not, be correct 
in his opinion ; all that is certain upon this subject is, that 
his quotations do not authorise the conclusion that he has 
deduced from them ; and only proye that in the old, as in the 
modem theatre, when the actor was to speak firom a window, 
or appear upon a balcony, or on the walls of a fortress, the 
requisite ingenuity was wanting to contriye an adequate rep- 
resentation of the place. But, vnth regard to the use of 
scenery, it is scarcely possible, firom the yery circumstances 
of the case, that such a contrivance should have escaped our 
ancestors. All the materials Vere ready to their hands ; they 
had not to invent for themselves, but to adapt an old inven- 
fbn to their own purposes : and at a time when every bettjBr 
Ipartment was adorned vdth tapestry ; when even the VKnoa 
itf the commonest taverns were hung with painted c\q1^\ 
ijftflSir Mii the eesentialt of scenery were contiii»iBXL7"Wtot^ 
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iMr 9fm, we can busiUy beU^Yfb our forefathers to havo been 
80 deficient in ingenuity* as to suppose that they never could 
lukTe eeniCeiTed the design of cbnyerting the common orna- 
oients of their walls into the decorations of their theatres. 
j^t, the fact appears to be, that the use of scenery was 
almost coexistent with the introduction of dramatic fepre- 
gfcntations in this country. In the Chester MysterieS| wiitten 
in 12^, and which are the mojst ancient and complete collec- 
tion of the kind that we possess, we have the following sta^c 
direction: ''Then Noe shall go into the arke with all his 
funilye, his wife excepte. The arke must be boarded round 
eimA^ and tg^on the hordes all the beastes andjbwles hereafter 
rehearsed must be jpainted^ that their wordes may agree with 
the pictures." In this passage, then, is a distinct reference 
to a painted scene ; and it is not likely, ihat in the lapse of 
tiiree centuries, while all other arts were in a state of rapid 
improTement, and the art of dramatic writing perhaps more 
rapidly and successfully improved than any other, the art of 
theatrical decoration should have alone stood still. It is not 
improbable that their scenes were few ; and that these were 
Taried' as occasion might require, by the introduction of dif- 
ferent pieces of stage furniture. Mr. Gifford, who adheres 
to Malone's opinion, says,^ "a table with a pen and ink thrust 
ioi signified that the stage was a counting-house ; if these 
were withdrawn, and two stools put in their places, it was 
tiien a tavern ; " and this might be perfectly satisfactory, as 
long as the business of the play was supposed to be passing 
within doors ; but when it was removed to the open air, such 
meagre devices would no longer be sufficient to guide the im- 
agination of the au^ence, and some newmethod must have 
been adopted to indicate the place of action. After giving 
the subject considerable attention, I cannot help thinking 
that Steevens was right in rejecting the evidence of Malone, 
strong as it may in some instaences appear ; and concluding 
that the spectators were, as at the present day, assisted in 
following the progress of the. story, by means of painted and 
Jttorahle Bceneiy. This opinion is confirmed by the ancient 
0iaige direcUouM. In t|ie folio Shakspeaxe, of 1623, we read, 
Smter Bmtna, in hit oreha/rdr ""Entei IVsnoi^ iu iK| 
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iBoods,** ** Enter Timon, fiom hu eavd,*' hi GoK&ilaautf : 
"Marcius follows them to the ffatm^ ai/id it thd in." Innu- 
merable instances of the same ki&d might be dted, to piove 
that the aneient stage was not so deffectiTe in the neeessai^ 
decorations as some antiiquarians of great autiiOri^ would 
represent. "It may be added," says Steerens, "that the 
dialogue of Shakspeare has such t>erpetaal referenice to ob- 
jects supposed Tisible to the audience, that the want of 
scenery could not hare fidled to render many of the descrip- 
tions uttered by the speakers absurd and laughable. Banquo 
examines the outside of ly^Tiess 'Castle with such minute- 
ness, that he distinguishes eyen the nests which the martim 
had built under the projecting parts of its roof. Borneo, 
standing in a garden, points to the tops of fruit-trees gilded 
by the moon. The prologue speaker to the Second Part cf 
King Henry JF., expresdy shows the spectators, i'thie worm- 
eaten hold of ragged stone," in which Northumberland was 
lodged. lachlmo takes the most exact inventory of every 
article in Imogen's bed-chamber, from the silk and silver of 
which her tapestry was wrought, down to the Cupids that 
support her andirons. Had not the inside of this apartoient, 
with its pro|ter famiture, been represented, how ridiculous 
must the action of lachimo have appeared ! He must have 
stood looking out of the room for the particulars supposed to 
be visible within it. In one of the parts of King Henry YI., 
a cannon is discharged against a tower ; and conversations 
are held in almost every scene from different walls, turrets, 
and battlements." Indeed, must not all the humor of the 
mock play in the Midsunimer Nighfa Dream have failed in 
its intent, unless the audience before whom it was performed 
were accustomed to be gratified by the combination of all the 
embellishments requisite to give effect to a dramatic repre- 
sentation, and could therefore estimate the absur4ity of those 
shallow contrivances, and mlan substitutes for scenery, whieh 
were devised by the ignorance of the downs ? 

in only one respect do I perceive any material difference 
between the mode of representation at the tji&ft ol ^Stekskr 
'i^feare and at present. In his day, the female •ip«E\A'^«» * 
peKTormed by boya : this custom, whioll mOBt IB. laKtt? ^»»«* 



kaye materiidly injured the t^usion of die toene, was la 
ethers of considerable advantage. It famished the stage 
with a succession of youths regularly educated to the art, 
and experienced to fiU the parts appropriate for their age. 
It obviated the necessity of obtruding peiformers before the 
pubHc in parts that were unsuited to their time of life. When 
the lad had become top tail (or Juliet, he was prepared to act, 
and was most admirably calculated in age to assume, the 
character of the ardent Romeo: when the Toioe had the 
"manish crack," that rendered the youth unfit to appear as 
the representatiye of the gentle Imogen^ he was skilled in 
the knowledge of the sti^e, and capable of doing justice to 
the princely sentiments of Arviragus or Omderitte. 
Such then was the state of the stage when Shakspeare en- 
V tered into its service, in the double capacity of actor and 
author. As an author, though Dryden says, that 

" Shakspeare's own muse his Pericles first bore,*' 

it is most probable that Tittu Andronietta was the earliest 
dramatic efTort of his pen. Shakspeare arrived in London 
about the year 1587, and according to the date of the latter 
play, as imitated by Ben Jonson, in his introduction to Bat' 
tholomew Fair, we find it to have been produced immediately 
after his arrival* That Tiitu Andronicua is really the work 
of Shakspeare, it^would be a defiance to all contemporary 
evidence to doubt. It was not only printed among his works 
by his friends, Heminge and Condell, but is mentioned as 
one of his tragedies by an author, who appears to have been 
admitted to a sight of his MS. sonnets. Against this testi« 
mony, the critics have nothing to oppose but the accumulated 
horrors of its plot ; the stately march of its versification ; 
and the dissimilarity of its style from the other efibrts of 

' Shakspeare's genius. It does not strike me that these argu- 
ments are sufficient to lead us to reject the play as the com- 
position of our great dramatist. He was, perhaps, little 
more than three-and-twenty years of age when it was com- 
posed. The plays which at the time had possession of the 
^^e, of which rerj few had been written, and not above 

^teen are extant, supposing iln<2rotttcu8 to "hst-^e \»«a. ^^ 



tfteed in IM, itett idl :of the ^oae bombastie tod ezag-^ 
gerated character ; and the youthful poet naturally imitated 
the populBr manner, and jitroVe to beat his -eohtemporaries 
with their own weapone. However tiresome the tragedy ma^ 
be to U8« itwas & great favorite at its first appearance. It 
was full of bariMtfities that shock the refined taste ; but thesd 
formed a mode jof exciting the interest of tiie audience wfaieh 
was v«ry commonly had recourse to by the play-writers of the 
age, and from whidh Shakspeare never became fully weaned, 
even at a period when his judgment was matured ; as we may 
learn from the murder of Macdiuff'a children, the hamstring- 
ing of CassiOi and the plucking out of the eyes of Ohueeatef. 
The v^sification and language of the play, ate certainly 
very different from those of OtheHo^ of Hamlet, of Macbeth, 
or Lear. The author had not yet acquired that facility of 
composition for which he was afterwards distinguished. He 
wrote with labor, and left in every line the tracis of the labor 
in which he wrote. He had not yet discovered (and it was he 
who eventually made the discovery), that the true language 
of nature and of passion is that which passes most directly 
to the heart ; but it \8 not with the works of his experienced 
years, that tiiis " bloody trage^ " should be compared ;' if.it 
be, we certainly should find a difficulty in admitting that 
writings of <such opposite descriptions, could be the effusions 
of the same intellect ; biit, compare this tragedy with the 
other works of his youth, and the difficulty vanishes. Is it 
improbable that the author of the Venus and Adonis, and the 
Rape of Lucrece, should, on turning his attention to the 
stage, produce as heavy and monotonous a performance as 
Titus Andronicus f 

I have been rather more difiuse upon this subject, than the 
nature of the present notice wohld appear to warrant, because 
it aflfords the means of ascertaining the time when Shak- 
speare commenced writer for the stage. If TUus Andronunu 
be really his, as I suppose, he became an author immediately 
On finding himself in the service of the theatre. His first 
play, though we now despise and reject it, was the best play 
that had been presented to the public; and \TMn.t^\^.\.^l 
placed him in the £rst ranks of the profession, anQi wivwv% 



tiie prihdpal fupports of tlw oompuiy to .ndiidi'hc v«t 
attacked. 

PerideSf if the work of Skakspeaxe, was pn^bly h^ next 
dramatic pTodaction. Drjden has mostuiieqiiiTOcaUy attrib- 
ated this play to Shakspeare, and he was also commended as 
its author, in 1646, by S. Shepherd, in a poem called Time 
duplayed. It is true that it was omitted by Heminge and 
Condell, in their collection of our poet's works ; but this may 
haTc proceeded from forgetfnlness, and it was only by an 
afterthought, that Tn^Us and Cresida escaped a siimlar for- 
tune. How far Pericles, as originally written, was or was 
not, worthy the talents of Shakspeare, we haye no means of 
judging. The only edition of this tragedy that have come 
down to us, are three spurious quartos, of which the test 
was printed from copies taken by illiterate persons during 
represehtation, and published without any regard to the 
property or the reputation of the author, to impose on the 
curiosity of the public. The Pericles of Shakspeare jnay 
have been a splendid composition, and yet not have shown 
so in the garbled editions of the booksellers. We may esti- 
mate , the injuries Pericles received, by the usuries which 
we know were inflicted upon Hamlet on its first issuing, 
after such a process, from the press. In the first edition oJF 
Hamlet, 1603, there is scarcely a trace of the beauty and 
majesty of Shakspeare's wotk. Long passages, and even 
scenes, are misplaced ; grammar is set wholly at defiance ; 
half lines frequently omitted, so as to destroy the sense; 
and sentences brought together without any imaginable con- 
nexion. Sometimes the transcriber .caught the expression, 
but lost the sentiment; and huddled the words together, 
without any regard to the meaning or no-meaning that they 
might happen to convey: at other times he remembered the 
sentiment, but"^ lost the expression ; and considered it no 
presumption to supply the lines of Shakspeare with dog^i^rd 
verses of his own. Such were, for the most part, the early 
quarto impressions of our author's plays : and it is not diffi- 
cult to conceive, that Pericles, which seems to have suffered 
more than any other play in passing lYvroM'g^ tlve Ignorant 
and iJHiilisreut kantU of tho transcriber and >u\ve V'fvnXci, \kvs^V 



kift Wea Qri|^Mdl7iih»JVQriiL of. Shmktpmxe, witUoutretida* 
lug in its publiihed form any dutinguishing characteriBtics of 
themagieJiandLtiuukftafliedit. To attempt tracing the lit- 
mxy Ufe of our great dramatiat were a ivork of unpiofitablA - 
\mL Chalmen, Malone, and Br. Drake have given a lis^ of 
hif plays, accofdiag to the order in which they suppose them 
to have been compdbed: but the grounds of their conje(y 
tares are so uncertain, that little reliance can be placed in 
them, and all we really know upon the sul^ect, is what we 
learn from Meres, that previously to the year 16d8, that ia^ 
within twelve years after attaching himself to the theatre, 
Shakspeare had not only published his two poems, the Vemu 
andAchms, and the i2ape o/Lucrecef but had already written 
2tti» Andromcua^ King Jokn, Biehard the Second, Henry the 
Fourth, Richard the Third, Borneo and Juliet, The Midaum' 
met Night* 8 Dream, Two Gentlemen of Verona, The Comedy 
of Errors, The Lovtfe Labor Lost, The Love*s Labor Won,^ 
■nd The Merchant of Venice. He had also written a great 
somber of his Sonnets, and the minor pieces of poetry whicb 
were collected and printed by Jaggait, in 1599, under the 
somewhat affected title of the Ptissionate Pilgrim, After 
this, we have no means of ascertaining the succession in 
which the plays of Shakspeare were composed. 

Very early in his dramatic career, he appears to have atn 
tained to a principal share in the direction and emoluments' 
of the theatres to which he was attached. His name stands 
second in the list of the proprietors of the Globe, and Blacks 
friars, in the license granted to them by James the First in 
ld03: and his industry in supporting these establishments 
was indefatigable. Besides the plays which weire entirely of 
his own composition, or wMch he so completely rewrote as to 
make them his own,, he seems to have been frequently en- 
gaged in revising, and adding to, and remodelling, the 
works of others. This task, however beneficial to the in- 
terests of his theatre, and necessary to give attraction to the 
pieces them^lves, was viewed with an eye of jealousy by the 

* n^f» fs no sacb play extant as Love*3 Labor Won. Bt.'?n\Tcv«l 
» mppiMeg thiato hare been another name for AlVe WAX that E."*** ^^ 



CMTtginal autiion ; aad Bobert Ghpeeii«, In hk QKriia^lHiwf^^ 
Witf himself a writer for the stage, in adnumishing hii 
feUow-dramatiats to abandon thdr pnrsnit, ieind apply theia^ 
selves to some more profitable TOcation,raf era them ta this, 
part of QViX author's labors with no little asperity. *' Trust 
them not («. e. the players), for there is an upstart crow bean* 
tified with our feathers, that with his tjrger's heart wrapt in 
a player's hide, suppose's he is aa wdl able to bombast out a 
blank-Terse as the best of you ; and being an absolute /o* 
hamtes factatvmt is, in his own conceit, the oxdy Shaio-%ceM 
in a eountiy." This sarcasm, however, was nothing more 
than the unwarranted efiEusion of a dissolute and disappointed 
spirit. Greene was a bad man. The pamphlet from which 
the above passage is extracted w&s published after his death 
by Henry Chettle ; and the editor, after he had gi^en it to 
the world, was so satisfied of the falsehood of the charges in- 
sinuated against our author, that he made a publie apology^ 
for his indiscretion in . the preface to a subsequent pamphlet 
of his own, entitled, JSmd Htuta Dreame; lamenting that 

^ he had not omitted,, or at least nioderated, what Greene had 
written against Shakspeare, and adding, " I am as sorry as 
if the original fault had been my fault ; heomi^ myself' ham 
seen his demeanour , no less civil than, he excelleth in the 
qwdUie he prof eases : besides divert of worship have rq»orted 
his upriffhtness of dealing ^ which argttes his honesties and his 
factious grace in toriUng, that approves his art.** 

It may be conceived from the abundance of his works, of 
which, perhaps, very many have been lost, that our author's 
facility of composition must have been extremely great; and, 
on this point, we have the contemporary testiniony of his 
sincere, kind-hearted, generous, and much slandered friend, 
Ben Jonson, who writes in his DiseoverieSf " I remember the 
players have often mentioned it as an honor to Shakspeare^ 
that in writing (whatsoever he penned) he never blotted out 
a line.* My answer hath been, Wotddthat he had blotted out' 
a thousand! which they thought a nialevolent speech. I had 
not told posterity this, but for their ignorance, who chose 
that circumstance to commend thek fiien.A.'Vsi^^'vVicwwi he 

^oosf faulted ; and to Justify mine own oan6LOt,iat \\w^ 
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dte imai, and do honor Ids memory, on this side idolatry, as 
mncli as. any. He was, indeed, honest, and of an open and 
free nature, had an excellent fancy, braye notions, and gentle 
ezj^ressions ; -vrherein he flowed with that felicity, that some* 
tfanes it was necessary he should be stopped : Suffiaminandm 
er<U, as Augustus said of Haterius. His wit was in his own 
power; would the rule of it had been fio too. Many times 
he fell into those things which could not escape laughter ; as 
when he said, in the person of Cssar, one speaking to him, 

'* Cesar, thou dost roe wrong,' 

" He replied : 

* Cesar did never wrong, but with Just causc,*^ 

"and such like, which were ridiculous. But he redeemed 
his vices with his virtues ; there were ever more in him to be 
praised than to be pardoned." . 

But Shakspeare was not only an author but an actor. In 
this union of the two professions he was not singulas ; his 
friend ^en Jonson resembled him in this. AVith respect to 
the merits of Shakspeare as a performer, there has existed 
some doubt. ^ From the expression used in Rowe's life, it 
ivoold appear that he had been but indifferently skilled in the 
inferior half of his vocation, and never attempted any parts 
ii^perior to the Ghost in Hamki ; but the words of Chettle, 
speaking of him as " one excellent in the qualitie he professes" 
eoBfirm the account of Aubrey, that ** he did act exceedingly 
weO." That he understood the theory of his profession is 
manifest from the invaluable instructions which he has writ- 
tea, for the use of all future actors, in the third act of Ham- 
Id, His class of characters was probably not very extensive. 
If the names of the performers prefixed to the early editions 
of Every Matlin his Humor were arranged in the same order 
H the persons of the drama, which was most probably the 
e«ip^ he was the original representative of Old Khowell; and 
an aneodote preserved by Oldys would also make it appear 
tBat he played Adam in As you like it, ** One ot ^\^- 
9pean*e brotbeai, who lived to a good old age, e'veiL «Qia<a 
mge after the restoration of Charles the Secoivd* i?o\3L\i% *^sv 
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his younger days, come to Loiiidoii to yimt htil Inrother W3t, 
«8 he called him, and be a spectator of him as an act6r in 
some of his own plays. Thk custom, as hi4 brother's fan^ 
enlarged, and his dramatic entertainments grew the greatest 
«upport of our principal, if not of all our theatoes, he con* 
tinted it seems so long after his brotibier's death as even to 
the la.tter ei^d of his own life. The curiosity At this time of 
the most noted actors (exciting them) tj) learn something • 
from him(^ his brother, &c., they jUstly held him in the 
highest veneration. And it may be well believed, as there 
was, besides, a kinsman and descendant of the family, who 
was then a celebrated actor among them (Charles Sent. JBee 
Shakspeare's Will). This opportunity made them greedily 
inquisitive into every little circumstance, more especially 
in his dramatic character, which his brother could relate of 
him. But he, it seems, was So stricken in years, and possi- 
bly his, memory so weakened with infirmities (which might 
inake him the easier pass for a man of weak intellects), that 
he co^ld give them but little light into their inquiries ; and 
all that could be recoUected from him o^his brother M^iU in 
that station was, the £unt, general, and almost lost idead he 
had of having once seen him act a part in one of his own 
comedies, wherein, being to personate a decrepit old man, he ' 
wore a long beard, and appeared so weak and drooping and 
unable to walk, that he was forced to be supported and car- 
ried by another person to a table, at which he was seated 
amonlof some other company, who were eating, and one of 
them sung a song." From this it would appear, that the 
class of characters to which the histrionic exertions of Shak* 
speare were confined, was that of elderly persons ; parts, 
rather of declamation than of passion. With a countenance 
which, if any one of his pictures is a genuine resemblance of 
him, we may adduce that one as our authority for esteeming 
capable of every variety of expression ; with a knowledge of 
the art that rendered him fit to be the teacher of the first 
actors of his day ; and to instruct Joseph Taylor in the char- 
acter of ffamla, and John Lowine in that Of King Henry the 
Si^A/A/ with such admirable qua^ca^ons tot ^gt^-etalTienee, 
w*? must infer that notliing but some "pewotwaX ^^t^Ot ^tjrdSiSl^ 
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kftT» reduced^ .hjm . to Hmlt the exeicise of his powers, and . 
even in youtli assume tlie slow and deliberate mbtion, which 
la. the charaetetistio of old ag& In his minor poisms we, 
pediaps, trace the origin of this directien of his talents. It 
ajqpears from two places in .his Soanft^f that he was lamed by 
some accident. In the 37th sonnet he writes—- 

** Sol made tame by Fortune's dearest spite,*' 

And, in the 89th, he again alludes to his infirmityi and saye -^ 
« Speak of niy ZameneM, and I straight will halt." 

• 

This imperfection would necessarily h&y^ rendered him unfit 
to appear as the representatiTe of any characters of youthful 
aid(»-, in which rapidity of movement or violence of exertion 
was demanded ; and would oblige him to apply his pov^rs to 
such parts as were compatible with his measuircd and im- 
peded action. Kalone has most inefficiently attempted to 
explain away the palpable meaning ^f the above lines; and 
adds, ** If Shakspeare was in truth lame, he had it not in his 
power to Ao^ ac0am0lia% for this or any other purpose. The 
defset must have been filed and permanent.'* Not so. 
Sm^y, many an infirmity of ^the kind may be skilfully con- 
cealed; or only become visible in them^nnents of hurried 
movement. Either Sir Walter Scott ot Lord Byron might, 
without any Impropriety, have written the verses in question. 
They would have been applicable to either ef them» Indeed 
the lameness of Lord Byroix was exactly such as Shakspeare's 
might have been ; and I remember as a boy, that he selected 
those speeches for declamation, which would not constrain 
him to the use of such exertions as might obtrude the defect 
oi his person into notice. 

Shakspeare's extraordinary merits, both as on author and 
at an aetor, did not Ihil of obtaining the fame and remunera- 
tba thai they deserved. He was soon hMiored by the patro- 
nage ef tJie young Lord Southampton, one of the most 
■aaifaiMs aadaoeompHshed noblemien of the court of EUm- 
billi,;a»d one^ the earliest paHront of the &at\!(miXdx«mak% 
T^'id^ dUstSag^b^d penon our aathof dedloatedv*^ ^%%eiSt 
ktttof.k^hiivmttimi," the poetn ^ Vmrnt «t«d AdMws^ W 
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M93. ThU was witkin fiye yean after Shakspeare arrired Is 
Iiondon; and, in the following year, he inaeribed the Bapeqf 
Luerece to the same nobleman, in torms which prove that the 
barriers imposed by difference in condition had become grad- 
ually levdled, and that, between these yonng men, the cold 
and formal intercourse of the patron and client had been 
rapidly exchanged for the kinder familiarity of friendship. 
The first address is respectful; the second affectionate. 
When this intimaey began Shakspeare was in his twenty- 
seTenth, and Lord Southampton in his twentieth year; a 
time of life when the expansion of our kindness is not re- ' 
strained by' any of thbse apprehensions and suspicions which, 
in after life, impede the development of the affections ; imd 
when, in the^enthusiastic admiration of excellence, we hasten 
to seek fellowship with it, and disregard every impediment to 
free communication which may be opposed by the artificial 
distinctions of society. The superiority of Shakspeare's 
genius raised him to a level with Ms friend. Lord 'South- 
ampton allowed the gifts of Nature to claim equal privilege 
with the gifts of Fortune-; and the splendid presefnt of the 
thousand pounds which ouT' great poet received from him, 
was. bestowed and accepted in the true spirit of generosity ; 
as coming from one, who^was exercising to its noblest uses 
the power of his affluence, and received by one whose soul 
was large enough to contain the sense of obligation, without 
any mixture of petty shame, or any sacrifice of independence. 
The name of Henry Wriothesley, Earl of Southampton, 
should be dear to every Englishman, as the first patron •» 
the youthful friend-" and author of the fortunes of Shak- 
speare. * 

The authority for believing that this magnificent presepit 
was made— which is equivalent to at least five thousand 
pounds at the present day -^is tiie best that can be obtained 
respecting the events of our author's life; that of Sir Wil- 
liam D'Avenant. " It'was giv«i," he says, '* to complete a 
purchase." ilalone doubts the extent of the earrs munifi- 
. crfiB^e-^aiid what does he not doubt ^ He saysy " &o such 
^purehase was ever made.'* This Va «k TGuet« %:c«.taitous as- 
sampHan f far it » efident that 6hskv9«siE^\AiiA'^«r| tmo^ 
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siderable property in the two principal theatres, which must 
have been obtained by purchase, and could not haye been ob- 
tained for an in«otuideiable sum ; nor by any means that our 
author could of himself have ^ooured, by the most indefati- 
gable exertions of his talents and economy. At a time when 
the most successful dramatic representation did not produce 
to its author so much as twenty, pounds, and generally little 
more than ten; when, as an actor his salary would have 
amounted to a mere trifle ; and when, as we haye before seen, 
the circumstances of his father could not haye aided him by 
any supplies from home, it is only by adopting D'Ayenant'a 
statement, and admitting the muxiificence of Lord South- 
ampton, that we can account for the sudden prosperity of 
Shakspeare. " But," says>Malone, " it is more likely tiiat 
he presented the poet with a hundred potmda in return for his 
dedications." And this instance of liberality, which is so 
creditable to Shakspeare and his patron -"to him who mer- 
ited, and the high-spijrited and noble youth who compre- 
hended and rewarded his exalted merit -—is to be discredited, 
because such an ardor of imagination doea not square with 
the frigid views of probalbility entertained by the aged anti- 
qiuurian in his closet ! ' 

The fortunes of Shakspeare were indeed rapid in their rise : 
but he did not selfishly monopolize, the. emoluments of his 
success. On being driven from Stratford, he left, as we have 
seen, a father in reduced circumstances, and a wife and chil- 
dren who were to be supported by his labors. We may confi- 
dently assert, on a comparison of facts and dates, that the 
sjnrit of Shakspeare was' not of a niggard and undifiusiiw 
kind. The source of 'his success is marked by the returning 
prosperity of his family. In 1578, his father was unable to 
pay, as a member of the ,corpoiation, his usual contribution 
of four-pence a-week to the poor; and in 1583, a distress 
was issued for the seizure of his goods, n^rhich his jwyerty, 
rendeced nugatory; for it was returned, '< Johimnes Shak^- 
ipstte nihil habet undo distributio potest levari." Yet, from 
this state of poverty, we find him within ten yean liiOA^'wi^kk 
the fortunes of his child ; cheered and invigorated. Xxy ^DekS 
imdfiwnlag of his iJlustrioua son's prosperity ; an^^^'^S^ 
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applying at the Herald*s Office for a renewal of his grant of 
arms, and described as a Justice of- the Peace, and one pos- 
sessing lands and tenements to the amount of £5(K). That 
this restoration of Mr. John Shakspeare's affairs originated 
in the filial piety of his son, appears evident, from our knowl- 
edge that the branch of traffic with, which his circumstances 
in life were inseparably connected, was at that period in its 
most extreme state of depression. 

The kindness of Shakspeare was not restricted to his fam- 
ily ; and the only letter which remains out of the many he 
must have received, is one from his townsman, Richard 
Quincy, requesting, in terms that speak him confident of suc- 
cess, the loan of thirty pounds, a sum in tiliose days by no 
means inconsiderable. * 

Pecuniary emolument and literary reputation were not the 
only reward that our poet received for his labors :^ the smiles 
of royalty itself shone upon him. " Queen Elizabeth," says 
Kowe, " Gave him many gracious marks of her favor ; " and 
so delighted was she with the character of Faistaff, that she 
desired our author to continue it in another play, and exhibit 
him in Iotc. To this command we ovf^The Merry Wives of 
Windsor. Dennis adds, that, from the Queen's eagerness to 
see it acted, " she commanded it to be finished in fourteen 
days, and was afterwards, as tradition tells us, very well 
pleased with the representation." If Queen Elizabeth was 
pleased to direct the course of our author's imagination, with 
her successor he was a distinguished favorite : and James the 
First, whose talents and judgment have deserved more re- 
spect than they have received, wrote him a letter with hi^ 
own hand, which was long in the possession of Sir W. 
D!Avenant. Dr. Farmer supposes this letter to have been • 
written in return for the compliment paid the monarch in 
Macbeth; but he has overlooked an equally probable occa- 
sion. The Tefim)est was written for the festivities that at- 
tended the marriage of the Princess Elizabeth with the 
Prince Palatine ; and was performed at court in the begin- 
niag^ of the year 1613. In the island Princess, Miranda, Shak- 
fpeere undoubtedly designed a poetic lepresentative of the 
trirgiB smd bigh'hom bride ; iat'hei078l«ii'^\e9xn!&^PTQ«p«t<k^ 
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• 

we may trace a complimentary allusion to the literary char- 
acter and mysterious studies of her royal father ; and it is at all 
erents as likefly that the letter of James to Shakspeare should 
have had reference to The Tempest as to Macbeth. Our author 
seems to have formed a more correct estimate of the talents > 
of his sovereigni than that whioh w^ haye bUn^y received 
and adopted on the authority of Ms political enemies, the 
Nonconformists ; and in a MS. volume of poems, which was 
purchased by Boswell, the following complimentary lines are 
preserred. 

SHA.KSPEAKB UPON THE KINO. 

** Crownes bave their compass, length of dayes their date, , 

Triumphes their tombs, felicity her fate^ 

Of more than earth cann earth make none partaker ; 

But knowledge makes the king most like his Maker.'^ 

Thus honored and applauded by the great, the intercourse 
of Shakspeare with that bright band and company of gifted 
spirits, which ennobled the reigns of Elizabeth and James by 
their writings, must have been a source of the highest intel- 

^ lectual delight. The- familiarity with which they seem to 
have communicated; the constant practice of uniting their 
powers in the completion of a joint production ; the unvary- 
ing admiration with whicft they rejoiced in the triumphs of 
their literary compahions, and introduced the compositions 

J of one another to the world by recommendatory verses, pre- 
sent us with such a picture of kind and gay and intelligent 
society, as the imagination finds it difficult to entertain an ade- 
quate conception of. " Sir "Walter Raleigh, previously to his 
unfortunate engagement «with the wretched Cobham and 
otiiers, had instituted a meeting of beattx esprits at the Mer- 
maid, a celebrated tavern in Friday street. Of this club, 
which combined more talent, perhaps, than ever met together 
before or since, our author 'was a member ; and here, for 
many years, he regularly repaired with Ben Jonson, Beau- 
mont, Fletcher, Seidell, Cotton, Carew, Martin, Donne, and 
many others, whose names, even at this distant pen.c»^, q»2\ 
np a mingled feeling of reverence and respect. B.«te, Vel ^"^ 

tattflow&nd conMencc of frieiidship, the IWely aiidVii!tesc«il^3Bi% 
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*toit combats* took place between Ben Jonson and our au* 
thor; and hither, in probable allusion to them, Beaumont 
fondly lets his thoughts wander, in Ms lettef to Jonson, from 
the country : 



-What things have we seen 



Doue at the Mermaid ! heard words that have been 
So nimble, and so f\ill of subtle flame, 
As if that every one from whom they came, 
Had meant to put his whole wit in a Jest.' " 

The •* wit combats " alluded to in this interesting passage 
are mentioned by Fuller, who, speaking of Shakspeare, says, 
" Many were the wit combates between Shakspeare and Ben 
Jonson. I remember them like a Spanish great galleon, and_ 
an English man of war. Master Jonson, like the former, 
was built far higher in learning, solid but slo^ in his per- 
formances. Shakspeare, like the latter, lesser in bulk, but 
Hghter in sailing, could turn with all tides, tack about, and 
take advantage of all winds, by the quickness of his wit and 
invention." 

Of these encounters of the keenest intellects not a vestige 
now remains. The memory of Fuller, perhaps, teemed with 
their sallies ; but nothing on which we can depend has de- 
scended 'to us. The few traditionary tales that remain, arc 
without any authority ; but such as they are, I present them 
to the reader as Dr. Drake has collected thdm. 

Shakspear0 was godfather to one of Ben Jonson's children; 
and after the cristening, being in deep study, Jonson came 
to cheer him up, and asked him, why he was so melancholy ? 
*' No faith, Be&," says he, " not I ; but I have been consid- 
ering a great while whi^t should be the fittest thing to bestow 
upon my godchild, and I have resolved at last." " I prithee, 
what ? " says he. *' I'faith, Ben, I'll e*en give her a dozen 
good Latin (latteen*) spoons, and thou shalt translate 
them." 

"The above," says Archdeacon Nares, " is .a pleasant rail- 
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lery enongli on Jonson's love of translating." The second 
is not so worthy of preservation. ** Mr. Ben Jonson and Mr. 
William Shakspeare, being merrie at a tavern, Mr. Jonson 
begins this for his epitaph : 

* Here lies Ben Jonson, 
Who was once one * 



I 



" He gives it to Mr. Shakspeare to make up, who presently 

writte 

* That, while he liv'd, was a slovo tiling, 

And now, being dead, is no-thing.' " 

"This stuff,*' adds Mr. Gifford, " is copied from the Ashmole 

MS. 38." 

• The next may be said to be rather of a "better leer." 

" Verses 'by Ben Jonson and Shakspeare, occasioned by the 
motto to the Globe Theatre — Totvs mvnckia ctgit histrionem, 

JONSON. 

*^ If, b^t stage actors all the world displays, 
Where shall we find spectators of their plays ? " 

SHAKSP^ABE. 

" Little, or much, of what we see, we do ; 
We arc all both actors and spectaJUtrs too." 

The intimacy of Shakspeare and Ben Jonson is alluded to 
in the following letter, written by G. PeeJ, a dramatic poet, 
to his friend Marie : — 

"friend maille, 

" I never longed for thy company more than last night. 
We were all very merrye at the Globe, when Ned Alleyn did 
not scruple to aflynne pleasantely to thy firiend Will, that he 
had stolen his speeche about the qualityes of an actor's ex- 
cellencye, in Hamlet, hys tragedye, from conversations many- 
fold which had passed between them, and opinyons given by 
Alleyn touchinge the subject. Shakspearo did not take \)cv\^ 
talko in very good sorte ; but Jonson put an cud to t\i.e?.\,\\le^ 
mitrl/e remarking, This nffair necdeth no contCTil\oTve\ ^o>\ 
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stole it from Ned, no doubt; do »ot ]3iarvel; bavciyounot 
seen him act tymes out of number ? G, Peel." 

The first appearance of this Letter was in the iVjmual 
Register for 1770, whence it was copied into the Biogiaphia 
Britannica, and iiji both these works it commences in the fol- 
lowing manner : " I must dcsyre that my syster hyr watche, 
and the cookerie book you promysed, may be sente bye the 
man. — I never longed, &c." " Of the four, this is the only 
anecdote worth preserving j but," continues Dr. Drake, " I 
apprehend it to be a mere forgery." 

The name of Shakspeare and Ben Jonson as friends, and 
the most successful cultivators of our early dramatic litera- 
ture, are so intimately connected, that the life of one involves 
the frequent mention of the other. Indeed, it is reported by 
!B^we, that Shakspeare was the original means of intro- 
ducing the works of Jonson to the stage. "Jonson, alto- 
gether unknown to the world, had offered one of his plays to 
the players, in order to have it acted ; and the persons into 
whose hands it was put, after having turned it carelessly and 
superciliously over, were just upon returning it to him with 
an ill-natured answer, that it would be of no service to their 
company, when Shakspeare luckily cast his eye upon it, and 
found something so well in it, as to engage him first to read 
it through, and afterwards to recommend Jonson and his 
writings to the public." — This anecdote is disputed by Mr, 
Gifford. He proves that in 1598, when Every Man in his 
HumoTy the first eftbrt of Jonson's genius which we are ac- 
quainted with, was produced, *' its author was as well known 
as Shakspeare, and, perhaps, Jljetter." Very true; but this 
does not in the least impugn the credibility of Howe's tradi- 
tion. It is nowhere asserted, that Evet'y Man in his Humor 
was the play which thus attracted the attention of Shak- 
speare ; all arguments, therefore, deduced from the situation 
held by Jonson in the literary world, at the time that comedy 
was first acted, are perfectly invalid. The performance which 
recommended him to Shakspeare, was most probably a boyish 
effort, full of talent and inexperience, which soon passed 
^om the public niiml, but not sMiivcr V^\^\\ tV^ tx>i.x}cvQ\ ^v^Sojwi 
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it to be loigott^i ; yrhick I19 had the good sense to omit In 
the collection of his works published in 1616, and which, 
perhaps, he only remembered with pleasure from its having 
been the means of introducing him to the friendship of his 
gres^ contemporary. 

But whatever eause might have originated the mutual 
kindness which subsisted between these two excellent and 
distinguished men, it is certain that an intimacy the most 
sincere and affectionate really did subsist between them. On 
the part of Jonson, indeed* the memorial of their attachment 
has been handed down to us in expressions as strong and un- 
equivocal as any which the power of language can combine. 
He speaks of Shakspeare, not indeed as one blinded to the 
many defects by' which the beauty of his productions was 
Impaired, but with such candor and tenderness, as every rea- 
sonable man would, desire at the hands of his friends, and in 
terms which secured a credit to his commendations, by 
showing that they were not the vain effects of a blind and 
ridiculous partiality. Jonson writes, " I love the matif and do 
honor his memory , on this side idolatry , as mttch as any.*' 
And it is from his Elegy, To the Memory of his beloved Master 
William Shakspeare, that we have derived the two most en- 
dearing appellations, the ** Gentle Shakspeare,** and *' Sweet 
Swan of Avon;" by which our poet has been known and 
characterized for nearly two centuries. 

It must appear extraordinary, that in opposition to such , 
decisive proofs of the kindness entertained by Jonson for our 
author, his memory should have been persecuted for the last 
century by the most unfounded calumnies, as if lie had been 
the most insidious and persevering enemy of his reputation. 
The rise and progress of this slander, which has been propa- 
gated through every modem edition of Shakspeare's works, 
is not wholly undeserving of our attention. Howe, indeed, 
has the following anecdote, which he relates, perhaps, on the 
authority of Dryden, that "in a conversation between Sii 
John Suckling, Sir William D'Avenant, Endymion Porter, 
Kr. Hales of Eton, and Ben Jonson, Sir John Sucklings N<r\vck 
was a professed admirer of Shakspeare, had undexUxVevi "VCva 
defence against Ben Jonson with some warniOa.*, Isli, 'G.Ae.'a, 
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«rkd had sat still for some time, told them, that, H Mr, SKak' 
8peareh<;uifu>tr«ulthsancieH^,neitker had he Holen anything 
Jrom them; and that if he would produce any one fine tqpio 
treated by any one of them, he would undertake to show some- 
thing upon the same euJlyeet at least as weU written by §hah- 
speare.** This anecdote was written nearly a hundred years 
after the death of our author, ^nd more than seyentj after 
the death qf Jonson. Eyen supposing all the circumstances 
to be correct, it only represents Jonson as maintaining an 
opinion in conTersation which he has printed in his ZHsoover" 
iea, that "many times Shakspeare fell into those things 
which could not escape laughter," and arguing, that a deeptf ' 
knowledge of the classic writers would have improted his 
genius, and taught him to lop away all such unseemly exu- 
berances of style. It shows the most learned poet of his 
time, or, perhaps, of any time, honestly asserting the advan* 
tages that a poet may derive from a variety of learning ; but 
this is all ; and it supposes no undue or unfriendly attempt 
in Jonson to depreciate the fame of Shakspeare. Indeed, no 
hint of the existence of any difference or unkindness between 
those celebrated individuals is to be found in any contempo- 
rary author. Dryden thought Jonson's Verses to Shakspeare 
^Hiring and invidious ; but to this opinion Pope very justly 
recorded his dissent ; and wondered that Dryden should have 
held it. Rowe, in the first edition of his Life of Shakspeare, 
insinuates a doubt of the sincerity of Jonson's friendship ; 
before the publication of his second edition, he found cause 
to reject a suspicion so injurious to the reputation of Jonson, 
and had the honesty to erase the passage from his work. 
The words, however, did not escape the vigilance of Malone: 
they were re-printed, and the sentiment re-adopted ; and, as 
if it were, more valuable to the commentators, from having 
been condemned by its author, their united labors and inge- 
nuity have been indefatigably employed in inventing and 
straining evidence to support an insinuation, which was too 
carelessly disseminated, and too silently withdrawn. Kowe 
should, have made such an explicit recantation of his error, 
as might hare repaired the ill he had occasioned^ and guarded 
the good name of one of our greatest poeta «i;^saxi%\. >i5a^fc T«srv;:^'«iik 
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qlitiie eahuany : this he unfortimately omitted ; and he thns 
hifk the character of Jonson bare to the senseless and gratui- 
tiMis maHgnity of eyery puny spirit, that chose to amuse its 
^eea by insulting the memory of the mighty dead. For 
years, the friend and eulogist of Shakspeare was aspersed as 
enmoua and ungrateful, in almost every second note of every 
edition of our author's works ; and it is only lately that the 
jadi<^ou8 eisrtions of Gilohrist and of Clifford have exposed 
the fallacy of such unwanranted imputations, and demon- 
strated, beyond the possibility of future doubt, that ** Jonson 
and ShaHBpeare were friends and associates, till the latter 
finally retired -— that no feud, no jealousy, ever disturbed 
th^ connexion — that Shakspeare was pleased with Jonson, 
aikl that Jonson loved and admired Shakspeare." 

But courted, paused, and rewarded as he was, the stage, as 
a pxofes^on, was little fitted to the disposition of our poet. 
In his SofmetSf which afford us the only means of attaining 
a knowledge of his sentiments upon the subject, we find him 
bmenting the nature of his life with that dissatisfaction, 
which every noble spirit would necessarily suffer, in a state 
of unimportant labor and undignified publicity. In the hun- 
dreth and tenth, he exclaims, 

" AtaSf *tis true I have gone here and there, 
Jtnd made myself a VMtley* to 'tAe vteto." 

And ^^n» in the hundred and el^enth ; with evident allu- 
simi to his being obliged to appear on the stage, and write 

for tile th^itre, he repeats, ^ 

• 

** O, fbr my sake, do you with fortune chide 
> The fuilty goddess of my harmftil deeds, 
TluA ^tid not ^tter f»r my tife provide, 
T%»pmUk meant, fMekfmUiema$merskreed»." 



WWl this distaste for a course of life, to which adversity had 
orf^inally driven him, it is not extraordinary to find that he 
sviiled himself of the first moment of independence, to 
libandon the histrionic part gf his double profession. This 



*MoU9y, I e,, a fo$i, a h^f^wa. 



\ N 



xlvui. . THB LIFB OH 

occurred so early as 1604. After that time, hit name nevu 
appears on the list of performers which were attached to tile 
original editions of the old plays. Ben Jonson's Sqftmiu, 
which came out in 1603, is the last play in which he is mtm> )e 
tioned as a performer. As a writer for ^he stage, and part h 
proprietor of two principal theatres, he was obliged to be )i 
much in London ; but he never took root and settled there. V^ 
His family always resided at Stratford, and thither he 9nee a m 
year repaired to them. In the priyacy of his naitiye town, all n 
the affections of his heart appear to hare been *' gamrr*d 
up ; " and there, from his beginning to reap the wages of -^ 
success, he deposited the emoluments of his labors, and 
hoped to find a home in his retirement. In 1597, he^uf- 
chased New Place, a house which he repaired and adorned to ^ 
his^own taste, and which remained in the family till the death 
of his granddaughter. Lady Barnard ; and in the garden of 
which he planted the celebrated mulberry-tree, which was so 
long an object of veneration as the flourishing memorial of 
the poet. To the possession of New Place, Shakspeare snch 
cessively added, in the course of the following eight yeara, 
an estate of about one hundred and seven acres of land, and 
a moiety of the great and small tithes of Stratford. 

It was in one of his periodical journeys from ^ndon to 
Stratford, that <'one midsummer night *' he met at Crendon, 
in Bucks, with the original of Dogberry. Aubrey says, that 
the constable was still alive about 1642. ** He and Ben Jon- 
son did gather humors of men wherever they came ; " and 
as the constable of Crendon sat for the picture of Dogberry ^ 
so we are told, bn the authority of Bowman the player, that« 
part of Sir John Falstaff*8 character was drawn from a 
townsman of Stratford, " who either fiedthlessly broke a con- 
tract, or spitefully refused to part with spme land for a vi^u- 
able consideration, adjoining to Shakspeare's house." Oldys 
has recorded in his MS. another anecdote connected with 
these journeys of our poet to Stratford, which 1 shall give in 
his own words.^" If tradition maybe trusted', Shakspeare 
often baited at the Crown Infl or Tavern in Oxford, in his 
journey to «nd from London. The landlady was a woman of 
^reat beauty and sprightly wit, and "hsi bn^vn^^'ttx.'^^oa^ 
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DaTenaat (i^terwards mayor of that ci^), a grave, melan- 
eholy man ; who, as well as his wife, used much to delight in 
Shakspeare's pleasant company. Their son, young Will Day- 
aiant (afterwards Sir William), was then a little school-boy 
in the town, of about seven or eight years old, and so fond • 
also of Shakspeare, that wheneyer he heard of his arrival, he 
would fly from school to see him. One day, an old townsman 
observing the boy running homeward, almost out of breath, 
asked him whither he was posting in that, heat and hurry. 
He answered, to see his ^cx^father Shhakspeare. There's a 
good boy, said the other, but h&ve a care that you don't take 
GixVa name jn vain. This story Mr. Pope told me at the 
Earl of Oxford's table, upon occasion of some discourse which 
arose about Shakspeare's monument, then newly erected in 
Westminster Abbey; and he quoted Mr. Betterton, the 
player, for his authority." This tale is also mentioned by 
Anthony Wood; and certain it is, that the traditionary 
scandal of Oxford, has always spoken of Shakspeare as the 
fiither of B' Avenant : but it imputes ^ crime to our author, 
of ^i)hich we may, without much stretch of charity, acquit 
him. It originated in the wicked vanity of D'AvenaAt him- 
self, who disdaining Hs honest but mean descent from the 
vinter, had the shameless impiety to d^ny his father, and re- 
proach the memory of his mother, by claiming consanguinity 
with Shakspeare. 

We are informed by a constant tradition, that a few years 
previous to his death, our author retired from the theatre, 
and spent his time at Stratford, "in ease, retirement, and 
tlie conversation of his friends." This event appears to have 
taken place about the close of 1613. He had his wife and 
&mily about him ; he was surroimded by familiar scenes and 
fitees; and he was in possession of a property of about £300 
t'year^ equal to much more than £1000 at present; and 
which must have been fully adequate to his modest views of 
happiness. 

The anecdotes that are in circulation respecting this por- 
tion of his life, are few, trivial, and very probably unfounded 
in fact ; but, such as they are, I have collected tVem., x«.^et 
tbu nothing eonnected with the name of Shakspeoixe ^\vd\3^^ 
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be omitted in this edition^ than ^am any regard for their in- 
trinsic value. 

A story, presenred by the tradition of Stratford, and which, 
according to Malone, ** was related fifty years ago to a gen- 
tleman of that place, by a person upwards of eighty years of 
age, whose father was contemporary with Shakspeare," may 
not improperly be attributed to this portion of his life. It ia 
said, that as Shakspeare was leaning over the hatch of a 
mercer's door at Stratford, a drunken blacksmith, with a car- 
buncled face, reeled up to him, and demanded, 

" Now, Mr. Shakspeare, tell me if you can. 

The difference between a youth and a young man .' " 

to whiyh our poet instantly rejoined : 

** Thou son of fire, with thy face like a maple. 

The same difference as between a scalded and coddled appie." 

" A part of the wit," says Dr. Brake, " turns upon the com 
parison between the blacksmith's face, and a species of maple, 
the bark of which is uncommonly rough, and the grain undu- 
lated and crisped into a variety of curls." 

Rowe relates that he had a particular intimacy with Mr, 
Combe, " an old gentleman noted thereabouts for his wealth 
and usury: it happened, that in a pleasant conversation 
amongst their common friends, Mr. Combe told Shakspeare, 
in a laughing manner, that he fancied he intended to write 
his epitaph, if he happened to' outlive him ; and since he 
could not know what might be said of him when he was dead, 
he desired it might be done immediately ; upon which Shak- 
speare gave him these four verses : 

* Ten in the hundred lies here ingrav'd ; 

'Tis a hundi'ed to ten his soul is not sav'd : 

If any man ask, who lies in this tomb f 

Ob ! oh ! quoth the devil, tis my John-a^ombe.' 

** But the sharpness of the satire is said to have stung the 

man so severely, that he never ibrgave it.*' Aubrey narrates 

the story differently, and says, ''that o^e time as Shakspeare 

waa at the tavern at Stratford, lAx.Oooix^«&^»3ic^il'^>a»st^ 
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was to be buried> he* makes ibere thi» extempore epitaph 
open him : 

* Te» in the hundred the devil allows, 

Bat Combe win have twdve, he swears and he vows ; 

If any one ask, who lies in this tomb ? 

Ua}i ! quoth the devil, *tis my John-a-Combe.' " 

Dr. Drake considers Aubrey's version of the event as the 
most probable. In some of its circumstances, Howe's ac- 
count is contradicted ; for it is certain, that Shakspeare and 
Combe continued friends till the death of the latter ; who 
left him £5 as a token of kind remembrance in his will ; and 
that no feud afterwards arose between our poet and the rela- 
tions of Combe, seems pretty evident from Shakspeare's 
having bequeathed his sword to Mr. Thomas Combe, the 
nephew of the usurer. 

In addition to the above ludicrous verses, two epitaphs of a 
serious character have been ascribed to Shakspeare by Sir 
William Dugdale which axe preserved in a eollection of epi- 
taphs at the end of the Visitation of Salop^. Among the 
monuments in Tongue Church, in the county of Salop, is one 
ereeted in remembrance of Sir Thomas Stanly, knight, whom 
Mitlone supposes to have died about 1600. The tomb stands 
on the north side of the chancel, supported with Corinthian 
colonms. It hath two figures of men in armor lying on it, 
one below the arches and columns, the other above them ; 
a])d besides a prose inscription in front, the monument is en* 
riehed by the. folio wing verses of Shakspeare. 

Written on the east end of the tomb : 

" Asktt who lyes here, but do not weepe ; 

be is not dead, he doth but sleepe. 

This stony register is for bis bones, ' 

His fiune is more perpetual than these stones ; 

And bis own goodness, with himself being gone, 

Shall live, when earthly monument is none.*' 

Written oxk the west end thereof : 

110 I M Hot jDoiMimeafal stone preMTves our fUM) 

lMr#A:j«-4U!pfflnf]qrmililds oar name. 
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Bbnll outlive marble, and defacer't hands. 
When all to time's consumption shall be given, 
Stanley, for whom this stands, shall st&nd in heaven." 

Besides these inscriptions for the monument of Shr Thomai 
Stanly, which we have the authority of Bugdale, a Warwick- 
shire man, and who spent the greater part of his life in that 
county, for attributing to our author; we find another epitiqph 
ascribed to him in a manuscript volume of poems hy Willuun 
Herrick, and others. The volume, which is in the hand> 
- writing of the time of Charles the First, is among BawUn- 
son's collections, iu the Bodelain Library, and contains the 
following epitaph ; 

** When God was pleas*d,tfae worid unwilling yet, 

Elias James to Nature payd his debt, 

And hei^ reposeth : as he lived, he dyde ; 

The saying in him strongly verifide, — 

Bueh life, aueh death : then, the known truth to teV, 

He lived a godly life, and dyde as well. 

" Wn. SHAKIPBAaS.*' 

There was a family of the surname of James, formerly resi- 
dent at Stratford, to some one of whom the above ▼ersaf 
were probably inscribed. ti 

The lifb of our poet was «now drawing towards its 
and he was soon to require from the hands of others the 
last honors to the dead, which, while alive, he had shoi 
himself so ready to contribute. His eldest and fiivoi 
daughter, Susanna, had been married as early as 1607, to D 
Hall, a physiciaii of considerable skill and reputation in | 
profession, who resided at Stratford ; and early in 1616, f 
youngest daughter, Judith, married Mr. Thomas Quinogjjj 
vintner of the same place. This ceremony took placit 
February the 10th. On the twenty-fifth of the follo^ 
month, her father made his will— -being, according tf| 
own account, in perfect health and me»nory— 'and a am 
month had not elapsed ere Shakspeare was no more.-^^ 
died on the tweafty-thixd of A.pTil,I616, and on his hirt^ 
hmying completed hit fttty-teooiiilLTfwt. ^^ \\ Va xviajK^' 
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says Dr. Dfake, *' that on tke same day exi^red, in Spain, 
his great and amiable contemporary Ceanrantes; and the 
world was thus deprived, nearly nt the same moment, of the 
two most original writers which modem Europe has pro- 
duced." 

Of the disease by which the life of our poet was thus sud- 
denly terminated, we are left in perfect ignorance. His son- 
in-law. Dr. Hall, left for publication a manuscript collection 
of cases collected firom not less than a thousaQd diseases; 
but the earliest case recorded is dated 1617, and thus all men- 
tion is omitted of the only one which could have secured to 
his work any permanent interest or Talue 

On the second day after, his decease, the remains of Shak- 
speare were interred on the north side of the great church of 
Stratford. Here a monument, containing a bust of the poet, 
was erected to his memory. He is represented under an 
arch, in a sitting posture, a cushion spread before him, with 
a pen in his right hand, and his left rested on a scroll of' 
paper. The following I^tin distich is engraved under the 
cushion : 

« Judido Pylium, genio Soeratemf arte MaroKem, ' 
Terra tegit^ popuhu matretf Olympus habeL** 

The first syllable in Socratem is h«re made short, which 
e^omot be allowed. Perhaps we should read Scphoekm. 
Sh&kspeare is then appositely compared with a dramatic au- 
thor among the ancients : but stOl it should be remembered, 
that the eulogium is lessened whUe the metre is< reformed ; 
ind it is well known, that some of our early writers of Latin 
poetry were uncommonly negligent in their prosody, espe- 
eially In proper names. The thought of this distich, as Mr. 
Toilet o^enres, might haTe been taken from the Faety Queens , 
bt Spenser. 
' To this Latin inscription on Shakspeare, should be added 

'felines which are fotmd underneath it on his monument 

» . 

'* Stay, passenger, why dost thou go so ihst ? 
Aea^ if thou canst, whom envious death hath^wc?^ 
Within this monument ; Shakspeare, wWYi Yi\iom 
Qalbk nature dy*d ; whose name doth decVL \.Yi«\.OTci^ 



Hk. THB Lffllf <*. 

Far snore tlmn i^bflt ; fltiiee all that h6 hitli wik 
Leavw ihing lit but page t» aenra bla wiL 

ObUt Ano. DnL 1SI6. 

iBt.53,die99Apri." 

And on his grave-stone underneath, is in8crft>ed 

• M Ckiod friend, for Jmos' sake, forhaai • 
To dig the dust inclosed beie. 
Blest be the man tbat spares tli%se stones, 
And curst be be that moves my bones." 

The tomb at Stratford is not the only monumental tribute 
th&t has been raised to the honor of Shakspeare. A ceno- 
taph was subsequently erected to his memory in Westminster 
Abbey, by the direction of the Earl of Burlington, Pope, Dr. 
Mead, and Mr. Martyn. This monument, which cost three 
hundred pounds, was the work of Scheemaker, after a design 
by Kent, and was opened in January, 1741, one hundred and 
twenty-five years after the death of our author. The dean 
and chapter of Westminster ^ave the ground, and the ex- 
penses of the statuary were defrayed by a benefit at each of 
the London theatres. The receipts of Drury Lane exceeded 
two hundred pounds ; at Covent Garden they did not^mount 
to more than half that sum. 

Of the genius of Shakspeare it were in this place superflu- 
ous to write : that task has been performed by others ; and is 
sufficiently discussed in the discourses of Kowe, and Pope, 
and Johnson ; but of his disposition and moral character, it 
may not be uninteresting to give the following passage from 
Dr. Drake — "To these tradition has ever borne the most 
uniform and favorable testimony. And, indeed, had she been 
, silent on the subject, his own works would have whispered to 
us the truth ; would have told us, in almost every page, of 
the gentleness, the benevolence, and the goodness, of his 
heart. For, though no one has exceeded him in painting the 
stpnger passions of the human breast, it is evident that he 
delighted most in the expression of loveliness atid simplicity, 
und was ever willing to descend firom the loftiest soarings of 
Xmagi'iiation, to sport with inuocexite wv^\i^^\\Vj. T^xQUi^h 
'the world of spirits^ ^nd ot Tia.\Aaie,* m>.^* >Jcka ^ftsssicciakfc 
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SchlegeU * luidlaid aUihsir ttnsvies at his ImA } lit 6timigt& 
ademi-gody ia profiuidity of ia«ir a proplieft» in all-seeing 
wisdom a protectii^ spldt of a li^er order, he yet lowered 
himself to mortals, as if oneoneoioiis of his superiority, and 
was as open and noassnming as a ehild.' 

" That a temper of 'this description, and combined with 
such talents, should he the oi:geot of aiaeere land lurdent 
friendship, can excite no surprise. ' I loved the man,* says 
Jonson, with a noble burst of entiiusiasm, ^and do honor his 
memory on this side idolatry, as much as any. He was, in- 
deed, honest ; and of an open and free nature ; ' and Howe, 
repeating the uncontradicted rumor of times past, has told 
us,— 'that eyery one, who had a true taste of merit, and 
oould distinguish men, had generally a just value and esteem 
for him ; ' adding, * that his exceeding candor^ and good- 
nature must certainly have inclined all the gentler part of 
the world to love him.* 

** No greater proof, indeed, can be given of the felicity of 
his temper, and the sweetness of his manners, than that all 
who addressed him, seem to have Uniformly connected his 
name with the epithets worthy, ffentle, or beloved; nor was he 
backward in returning this esteem, many of his sonnets indi- 
cating the wajrmth with which he cherished the remembrance 
of his friends. Thus the thirtieth opens with the following* 
pensive retrospect : — ^ 

"* When to tbe sessions of sweet silent thought 
I somrnon uplreineinbrance of things past, 

I sigh 

For precious friends hid in death's dat^le88 night* 

5f And in the thirty-first, he tenderly exclaims — 

< How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stolen fh)ni mine ^e, 
As interest of the delnd ! * 

i ** Another very fascinating feature in the character of Shak- 
speare, was the almost constant cheerfulness and %^t^Ti\\.'^ ^\ 
las mind ; he was * rcrie good company,' soya KxOat^^ , '^ ^'^^ 
a^s rety ready, and. pleasant, and smooth v^u: lia. \V\^- ^ 
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Jdr. Godwin bai jmtfy vbstmidi h^ tore a striking reseni* 
blanee to Chailoer^ "w^io was vemarkable fbr the placidity and 
cheorfiilikessof his disposition; hot can there, probably, be 
a surer- indi^tion of that peace and sunshine of the soul 
which surpasses all othor gifts, than this habitual tone of 
mind. 

" That Shakspeare waa entitled to its possession from his 
moral virtaes, we have already seen ; and that, in a rdiffiout • 
point of Tiew, he had a claim to the enjoyment, the numer- 
ous passages in his works j which' breathe a spirit of jftous 
gratitude and derotional .rapture, will sufficiently declare. 
In fact, upon the topic of refigious, as upon that of ethic 
wisdom, no profane poet lean furnish us with a greater number 
of just and luminous 'aphorisms; passages Which dwell upon 
the heart, fod reach the soul; for they have issued from lips 
of fire, from coneeplions worthy of a superior nature, from 
feelings solemn and unearthly." 

Of the descendants of Shakspeare there is not one re- 
maining. Hammetj his only son, died ul childhood. Hid 
eldest daughter, Mrs. Hall, slinrived her father upwards of 
thirty years ; and if ike inscription on her tomb present us 
with a fair estimate of her talents and her Tirtues, she was 
the worthy child of Shakt(peare. She left one daughter only, 
'who is mentioned in our poet's will, as his ^* niece Elizabeth." 
This lady w^as twice married; tc^Thomas Nashe, Esq., and 
afterwards to Sir John Barnard, of Abington, near Northamp- 
^ ton, but had no issue by either husband* Judith, the other 
daughter of our poet, was the mother oi several children ; of 
which the eldest, with an honest pride in that maiden name, 
which her father's genius had rendered illustrious, was 
christened Shakspeare ; but none of her offspring arrived at 
years of maturity. 

It must strike every one as extraordinary, that the writings 
of a poet so distinguished should have been handed down to 
us in so corrupt and imperfect a state; and that so little 
should be known with any degree of certainty respecting the 
author of them. Shakspeare hijnself appears to have been 
entirely careless of literary fame. la\iA,% twVj ^otVLA he was 
su^ciently cautious in. supermteiifiin^ \\i«a^to^«^* ^CBa^>Mi^ 



WILLIAM;: SBAieafSABS. li^ 

die press ; aiid the Vtmu tmd Adonis^ ib» Beipe of XtMfWM^ 
and the Titut Androuuut, wae presented to t&e piibUe^th 
M mnch tTpognphical ««euiaqr as any Tdhimes of the time, 
fie was at first not indifierent-to celerity as an an&or ; but 
it was a mere youthfiil yanity, and hadng attained the oli(ject 
of his ambition, and peroeiTed its wtrthlessnesiB, he aftez^ 
wards only considered hia genius and h(s iihprOTed skill in 
composition as the means of acquiring independence for h}{i 
fiunily, and securing an early retironent from the anxieties 
of public life. He wrote only for the theatre ; his purpose 
WES answered, if his pieoes w»e. successful on the stage ; and 
he was perfectly careless of the manner in which his most 
splendid productions were disfigured in surreptitious and de* 
fective editions, and his most exquisite passages rendered 
ridiculous by the {plunders, of ignorant transcribers. The 
plays that were printed in lus life-time, with the exception of 
TUut AndronieuSf had all issued Irom the press under cir- 
comstances the most injurious to the reputation of their au- 
thor, without his rerisioA or superintendence, and perhaps * • 
without his consent or knowledge ; abd when, eight years 
years after his death, Heminge and Condell undertook the 
collection and publication of his works, it is scarcely possible 
that the "MSS. from which the edition Was printed, could 
have been the genuine HSS. of Shakspeare. Those had 
most probably perished in the fire that destroyed the Globe 
Theatre in 1613 ; and the first folio Was made up from the 
playhouse copies, and deformed by aU the omissions and the 
additions which had bedn adopted to suit the imperfections or 
the caprice of the several i>erformers.— If Shakspeare still 
appears to us the first of poets, it is in spite of every possible 
disadvantage, to which his owu sublime cbntempt of applause 
had exposed his lame, from the ignorance, the negligence, 
^e avarice, or the offidousness of his early editors. 

To these causes it is to be ascribed that the Writings of 
Shakspeare hare come down to us in a state more imperfect 
tiiaa those of any other author of his time, and requiring' 
«Tery exertion of critical skill to illustrate and smcxu^^oca. 
That so little shotdd he known with ceitidiity ot V\k<& \^Vsrs 
ofhUfUfe, WB8 the natural ooasequeice of tiie ^eD^A"^^^ 



I immediAtdy lolioimd Ids difiolalisB. It is true, ^tuA ibm 
•ge in whidli he flouxishsd was UtUe ewciKms abovt the liyee 
of litentfy ttiea ; bat our ignoraaM will not wholly be atttib* 
nted to the want of curiosity in the immediate sneeessoFB of 
the poet. The public mind soon became violently agitated 
in the conflict of opposite opinions* Eyery individual was 
called uptn to take his stand as the partisan of a religions 
or political faction. Each was too intimately occupied witii 
his personal interest to find l^ore for so peaceful a pursuit 
as tracing the biography of a poet. If this was the case 
during the time of civil commotion, under the puritanical 
dynasty of Crpmwell the stage was totally destroyed; and 
the life of a dramatic author, however eminent his merits, 
would not only have been considered as a subject undeserving 
of inquiry, but only worthy of contempt^ and abomination. 
The genius of Shakspeare was dear to Id^ltonandDryden; 
to a few lofty minds and gifted spirits; but it was dead 
to tl^e multitude of his countrymen, who, in their fooUsh 
bigotry, would have considered their very houses as polluted, 
if they had retained a copy of his works. After the Besto* 
ration, these severe restrictions were relaxed^ and, as is uni- 
versally the case, the counteraction was correspondent to the 
action. The nation suddenly exchanged the rigid a.usterity 
of Puritanism for the extreme of profligacy and Ucentious* | 
ness. When the drama was revived, it existed no longer tor 
inculcate such lessons of morality as were enforced by theff 

' contrition of Macbethf the purity of Isdbel, or the sufferingr 
constancy of Itno^ien; but to teach modesty to blush at i^ 
own innocence, to corrupt the heart by pictures of debaudrf 
ery, and to exalt a ga>selfishness and daring sensuality abopi 
all that is noble in principle and honorable in action. M 
t^iis period Shakspeare was forgotten. He wrote not if 
such profligate times. His sentiments would have been ni 
by no correspondent feelings in the breasts of such aw 
ences as were then collected within the walls of the melf 
politan theatres, who came to hear their vices flattered; i 
of women masked, ashamed to show their faces at teprtf 
tations which they were auffi^entV^ shandoned to deCghf 

The Jeatmg, lying, \)oU Vsitn«iui% t^«>^V&T&LVSt^!Sk«|f 
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had rendered contemptible in LuciOf and hateful in lachimo, 
was the very character that the dramatists of Charles's time 
were x>aiiiting after the model of -the court favorites, and 
representing in false colors as a deserving object of approba- 
tion. French taste and French morals had banished our 
author from the stage, and his name had faded from the- 
memory of the people. Tate, in his altered play of Ki7ig 
Lear., mentions the original in his dedication as an obscure 
piece : the author of the Tatler, in quoting some lines from 
Macbetht cites them from the disfigured alteratid!a of D*Avc- 
faant. "The works of Shakspeare were only read by those 
whom the desire of literary plunder induced to pry into the 
volumes of antiquated authors, with the hopes of discovering 
some neglected jewels that might be clandestinely trans- 
planted to enrich their own poverty of invention; and so 
little were the productions of the most gifted poet that ever 
ventured to embark ^on the varying waters of the imagination 
known to the generality of his countrymen, that Otway stole 
the character of the Nurse and all the love scenes' of Borneo 
and Julietf and published them as his own, without the 
•lightest acknowledgment of the obligation, or any appre- 
hension of detection. A better taste returned : but when, 
nearly a century after the death of Shakspeare, Howe under- 
took to superintend an edition of his Flays, and to collect 
the Memoirs of his Life, the race had passed away from 
whom any certain recollections of our great national poet 
might have been gathered ; and nothing better can be ob- 
tained than the slight notes of Aubrey ^ the scattered hints 
of Oldya^ the loose intimations which had escaped from 
jyAvenantf and th« vague reports which Betterton had 
gleaned in his pilgrimage to Stratford. i 
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ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 



ACTL 

ADVICE. 

BE thou blest Bertram ! and succeed thv father 
(n manners, as in shape! Thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee; and thv goodness 
Share with thy birthright! Love all, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than use: and keep thy mend 
Under thy own life's key : be check'd for silence, 
But never tax'd for speech. 

TOO AMBITIOUS LOVE. 

I am undone; there is no living, none, 
If Bertram be away. It were afl one. 
That I should love a bright particular star, 
ind think to wed it, he is so above me : 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 
The ambition in my love thus plagues itself: 
The hind that would be mated by the lion, 
Mast die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague 
To see him. every hour; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, Yi\% cut\%) 



10 BEAUTIES OF SHAKSPEARE. 

In our heart's fable;* heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick^- of his sweet favour 4 
But Yiow he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his relics. 

C0WARI>1CE. i 

I know him a> notorious liar, 
Think him a great way fool, solely a coward; 
Vet these fi^^M evils sit s&fitt in bim, 
That they take place, wh'en virtue's steely bones 
I ^ook bleak in the cold wind. 

THE RKMEDT OF EVILS GENERALLY 15 
OrttSELVES. 

Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 
Which we ascribe to heaven: the fated sky 
Uives us free scope; only, doth backward pull 
Odr slow designs, when we ourselves are duU. 

CHARACTER, OP A NOBLE COURTIER. 

In his youth , 

He ha'* t'*^" wit, which I can well observe 
To-t:ay m our young lords; but they may jest 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere thev can hide their levitv in honour. 
So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were. 
His equal had avvak'd them; land his honour, 
Clock to itself, knew thV true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at this time. 
His tongue obey'd his hand:§ who were below hii 
He us'd as creatures of another place: 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks. 
Making them proud of his humility. 
Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times. 

* Helena considers her heart as the tablet on which 1 
resoniblanoe was pourtrayed. 

t Peculiarity of feature. ^Countenance. 

$ His is put for its. 
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ACT II. 

BOirOVR DUS TO F£&80^AL VIRTUS OKLT, XOT TO 

BIRTH. 

From lowest place when tirtuous things proceed^ 
The place k^ dignified bj the doer's deed: 
V^re gfeat additions* swell, and virtne none, 
It is a dropsied honour: good a;lone 
Is good, without a name; vileness is so:t 
The property by what it is should go, 
Not by tne title. She is youn^, wise, ftiir; 
In these to nature she's immediate heir; 
And these breed honour: that is honour's scorn. 
Which challenges itself as honour's borii, 
And is not like the sire : Honours best thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our foregoer: the mere word's a slav^^ 
Oebauch'd on every tomb; on every grave, 
A lying trophy, and as oflt is dumb, • 
Where dust and damn'd oblivion,~is the tomb 
Of bobour'd bones indeed. 



ACT III. 

SELF-ACCUSATION OP TOO GREAT LOV£. 

Poor LoM ! is't I 
That chase thee from thy countrv, and expose 
Tnose tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the non-sparing war? and is it I 
libdX drive th<?e from the sportive court, where thoo 
Wa^ shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark > 

Of smoky muskets? O vou leaden messengers, 
That ride upon the violent speed of fire, 
fh with false aim; move the still-piercing air, 
That sings with piercing, do not touch my lord! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there; 
Whoeisi»p>eharses on his forward breast, 
I am.tiK eititiff, that do hold him to it; 

♦ Tltl€4S. 

t Good is good independent of any woildl:^ ^\A&ic9SMBL» 
uii'^ JB fUejiess vile. 
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And, though t kill him not, I am the cause 

Ifis d«atb iva« so effected: better 'twete ^' 

I met the ravin* lion when he roar'd 

With shfirp constraint of hunger; better Hw i w 

That all the m ieries, which nature owM, 

Were mine at once : No, come thou home, RowUIm 

Whence honour but of danger wins a sear. 

As oft it loses all; I will be gone: 

Mjr being here it is that holds thee hence: 

Shall I stsnr here to do't? no, no, although 

The air oi paradise^did fan the house, 

And ad^cls offic'd alh I will be gone; 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight. 

To consolate thine ear. 

A maid's HoirouR. 

The honour of a maid is her name; ana no legac; 
is so rich as honesty. 

AI^VICE Tfi TOUNO WOM£N. 

Beware of them, Diana; their promises, entice 
ments, oaths, tokeps, and all these engines of lust 
are not the things they go under :t many a maid hati 
been seduced by them; 'and the misery is, example 
that so terrible shows in the wreck oi maidenhood 
cannot for all that dissuade succession, but that the; 
are limed with the twigs that threaten them. I hope 
I need not advise you farther; but, I hope, you 
own grace will keep von where you are, thoug 
there were no farther danger known^ than the m<M 
esty which is so lost. 

ACT IV. 

CUSTOM OF SEDUCERS. 

Ay so you serve us. 
Till we serve you : but when you have our roam 
Tou barely leave our thorns to prick ourtelvef,. 
And mock us with our bareness. 

* Ravenous 

t They are not the thVn^ Cot ^VdcVi ihi^vc names woul 
moire them pass. 
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CBASTITT 

: Miiie honoav^s sueh a ring: 
My chastity's the jewel of our honsei 
Bequeath^j down from many ancestors; 
Which were the greatest dbloquy i'the world. 
In me to lose. 

LIFE CH£(IUJ:RED. 

The web of our life, is of a mingled yarn, good 
and ill together: our virtues would be proud, if our 
faults whipped them not: and our crimes would 
despair, if they were not cnerished by our virtues 

A COWARDLY BRAGGART. 

Yet am I thankful: if my heart were great, 
'Twould burst at this: Captain, PU be no more; 
But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft 
As captain shall : simply the thing I am 
Shsdl make me live. Who knows himself a braggart, 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pass, 
That every braggart shall be found an ass. 
R^, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, ParoUes lire, 1 
oafest in shame ! being fooPd, by foolery thrive !.> 
There's place, and means, for every man alive. ) 



ACTV. 

AGAINST DELAY. 

Let's take the instant by the forward top; 
For we are old, and on our quick'st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can effect them. . 

EXCUSE FOR UNSEASONABLE DISLIKE. 

At first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too b6la a herald of my tongue: 
^^Tiere the impression of mine eye infixing. 
Contempt his Scornful perspective did lend me, 
Whfcfr't^arg'd the line of every other ftivo\3LT\ 
Scorn \f 'A' ftfir colour, or expressed \l sVoVtv, 
Extended or co^racted aM proportVowi^ • 
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To a most hideous objects Thence it came,^ 
That she, whom all men praised, and wImmii flttjfllltf^ 
Since I have lost^ have lov'd, was in mine ejre 
The dust that did ofiefid it. 
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ACT L . 

MODESTT AND COURAGE IN T0UT9 

I BESEECH you, punish me not with jour hard 
thoughts; wherein T confess me much guilty, to 
deny s6 fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let 
your fair eyes and gcntfe wishes, go with me to my 
trial: wherein if I be foiled, there is but one shamei 
that was never gracious; if killed, but one dead that 
is willing to be so: I shall do mv friends no wrong^ 
for I have none to lament me; tlie world no injury, 
for in it I have nothing; only in the world I fill up 4 
plaee, which may be better supplied when I have 
made it empty. 

^ PLAY-FELLOWS. 

• 

We still have slept together. 
Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together; 
And wheresoe'er we went, kke Juno*s swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

BEAUTY. ' 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

ROSALIND PROPOSING' TO WEAR MEN'S C|«07HEt« 

Were it not better, . / 

Because that I am more than common tall, ,1 

That I did suit me all points like a man? , < ! 

A gallant curtle-ax* upon my thigh, , ?/ 

A boar-spear in my hand; and ( in ^my heart \ 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) > rf 

^"'e'll ha.ve a swasbingt and a martial 9Ut8id9^ , 



V 

As mwy oiiier namsh eowtt^s hav<s 
TImI do QOtfaee it with tkeir semblances. 

actIl ^ 

SOLtTITDB PRUfSRRED TO A COURT LIFE, AND TUB 
ADTANTAGES OF AOTBRSITT. 

Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 
Hath pot old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? are not these woods 
More free from peril tnan the envious court? 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons' difference: as the icy fang, 
And churlish chiding of 'the winter's wind; 
Which, when it bites and blows upon my bodjy 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say, 
This is no flattery: these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uses of adversity; ' 

Which, like the toad, ugly and' venemous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head; 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

REFLECTIONS ON THE WOUNDED STAG. 

Duke 8, Come, shall we go and kill us venison? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,r— 
Being native burghers of this desert city. — 
' Should, in their own confines, with forked heads,* 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

1 Lord, Indeed, my lord,, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath bani^h'd you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself. 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this woo(^: 
To the which place a poor sequesterM stag. 
That from the hunter's aim had ta'eu ^Ywixt^ 
Did come to laDguisk: and, indeed, my \o\^> 

♦ Barbed arrows 
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The wretcl^ed moM^mwr^ fikHr flieli#BDtMyf / 
That their diaeh4i$9r4id^refleh his iea^tMiirlMiift 
Almost to bursting; and the bi^. round tears 
Cours'd one another ddwn h\i innocent nose 
JiV{|ke(>\;is. chase: and thus the hairy fool, ; 

IVfucn nriarked of the melancholy Jaques, 
gtood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, , 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said Jaqucs? 

Did he not moralize this spectacle? 

] Lord, O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless strean^; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak^st a testanitnt 
As xcorldlings do, giving thy sura of more 
To that which had too much: Then, being^ alone. 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends; 

Tis right, quoth he; this misery doth part 
Thejiux of company; Anon, a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 
\nd never stays to greet him; »My, quoth Jaquefl, 
Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens; 

Tis just the fashion : Wherefore do you look 
Vpon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 

GRATITUDE IN . AN OLD SERVANT. 

But do not so: I have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father^ 
Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown; 
Take that: and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Fea, providently caters for the^ sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold; 
All this I give you : let me be your servant; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and \vLttj 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood* 
Nor did not >vith unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility; 
Therefore my age \s as 3t\us,V^ yjvcvI^t^ 
Frosty, bat kindly: \et me ^o mVVw ^ wi\ 
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TO M lw tfie ' MC gfwe pf a yoin^g man ';; 

In all yoar busiacss! and necesad^ 

DESCRIPTION OF ▲ LoVeR. 

O, thou didst then ne'er love so heartilys 
If thou remember'st not the slightest follj ' ■•' } 
That ever lore did fioiake thee run into, 
Thou hast not lov'd: 
Or if thQU liast not sat as I do nowj 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 
Thou nast not lov'd: 
Or if thou hast not broke from company, 
Abruptly, ^s my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not lov'd. 

DESCRjgPTION OF A FOOL, AND HIS MORALIZING JM 

TIME. 

Goocf-morroti^, /o.o^, QUoth 1: jYo, «tr, quoth he, « 

Call me notfool^ till heaven hath sent mefarUmt* 

And then he drew a dial from his poke; 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye. 

Says, very wisely, It U ten o'clock: 

Thus may we see, quoth he, how the world wag$: 

*Tis but an hour ago since it was nine; 

And after an hour more, Hwill be eleven; 

And 80, from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe^ < 

And then, from hour to hour, we rot, and rot^ 

And thereby hang:s a tale. When I did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools should be so deep-conteiuplative; 

And I did laugh, sans intermis^on. 

An hour by bis dial — O .noble fool ! 

A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear.* 

Duke S. What fool is this? 

Jaq. O worthy fool ! — One that hath been a eoar^ 
tier; 
And says if ladies be but young, and fair, 
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain/— 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 

• The fbol woB anciently dressed u\ a Taa3tV:^-c^waftA. 
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After a vQyage,-^e hath strange plaeee 
With obseryatioQj the which he Teats 
.n mangled forms. 

▲ tool's libsett or spxech. 

I must have liberty 
Withall, as large a charter as the wind. 
To blow on whom I please: for so fools have: 
And they that are most galled with my folly, 
They most must laugh: And why, sir, must they 6of 
The why is plain as way to parish church* 
He, that a fool doth very wisely hit, 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 
Not to s^em senseless of the bob; if not. 
The wise man's folly is anatomized 
Even by the squand'ring glances of the fool. 

APOLOGT FOR SATIRE 

Why, who cries out on pride. 
That can therein tax any private party? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the very means do ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I say. The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders? 
Who can come in, and say, that I mean her. 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of basest function, 
That says his bravery* is not on my cost, 
I Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
His folly to the mettl^ of my speech ? 
There then ; How, what then? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if he be free, 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
Unclaim'd of any man. 

A TENDER PETITION. 

But whatever you are. 
That in this desert inaccessible, 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
Ltose and neglect the creepitv^VioMTsoC time^ 
If ever you nave look'd on \»eWftT ^^"^jv^ 
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If ever been where \)eHs have knolPd to church; 

If ever sat at any good man's feast; 

If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear^ . . ' 

And kiiow what 'tis to pity, and be pitiedj 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement b^ 

THE SBVKir A6E8. 

All the world's -a stage. 
And all the men and women merely players: 
They have their exits, and their entrances} 
And one man in his time plays many partsi 
His acts being seven ages. At first, tne infant 
Muling and puking in the nurse's arms; 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel, 
And shining morninff face, creepnig like snail 
Unwillingly to school; And then, the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 
Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then, a soldiei^^ 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the para, 
Jealous in honour, sudden* and quick in quarrel. 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
£Ten in the cannon's mouth. And tben, the juitiet 
In fair round belly, with good capon Un'd, 
With eyes severe, and beard of rormal cut. 
Full of wi^e saws and modernf instances, 
And so he plays his part: l^he sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon; 
With spectacle on nose, and pouch on side; 
Qis youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide 
For liis shrunk shank; and his big manly voice, . ' 
Turning again towards childish treble, pipes 
And whisttes in his sound : Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
Is second chddishness, and mere oblivion; ■ 

Sails teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thisf^ 

IKGRATITlfDE. A SONG. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 
Thou art not so unkind 
At man's ingratitude ; 

' Yhhnt f THte, common 



•\: >> ^ 



riO BEAXmCS' OF SHASSPEARE. 

Thy tooth IS Qot fo keen. 
Because then art not seen. 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho! smg, heigh, ho! unto the green hplll^ 
Most friehdship is feigning, most loving mere ro^jl 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly! 

This life is most jolly. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky^ 
That dost^not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot: . 
Though thou the waters warp» 
Thy sting is not so sharp ? 

As friends remember'd* not 
Hdgh, ho! sing, heigh, ho! &c. 

ACT III. 

A shepherd's philosopht. 

I know, the^ more one sickens, the worse at ease 
he is; and that he that wants mooey, means, and 
content, is without three good friends: — That the 
property of ra^n is to wet, and fire to burn: Thai 
I^Qod pasture makes fat sheep; and that ^ gre£4 
cause of the night, is lack of the sun ■ That he, thai 
hath learned no wit by nature or art, may complaiii^ 
of good breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred* 

characte;r of an honi:st and simple s^^fherp? 

Sir, I am a true labourer; I earn that I eaf, gM 
that I wear: owe no man hate, envy no man's bapi 
piness; glad of other men's good, content with bi^ 
narm; and the greatest of my pride is, to see m? 
ewes graze, and my lambs suck. 

description of a lover. 

A lean cheek; which you have not; a blue eye, 
&n^ sunken J which you have not: an unquestionable 
spirit;f which you have not} a beard neglected; 
which you have not: — ^but I pardon you for that; 
for, simply, your having^ in beard is a younger bro- 
ther's revenue: Then your hose should oe ungarter 

* Remembering. , f A spirit averse to convenucfian 
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ed, your bonet anbatided^ jour deeve nabttttoiiedi 
your shoe untied, and every thing about you demon- 
strating a careless desolation. But jrou are no such 
man : you are rather point-device* in yotor a^eou* 
trements; as loving yourself, than seeming the lover 
of any other. 

REAL PASSION DISSBMBLED. 

Think not I love him, though I ask for him; 
Tis but a peevishf boy: yet he talks well; 
But what care I for words? yet words do well, 
When he that speaks them pleases those that liear» 
It is a pretty youth : not very pretty : 
But. sure, he's proud; and yet his pride becgmet 

him : * 

Jlell make a. proper man : The best thing in him 
h his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not tall; jet for his years he's tall; 
ffis leg is but so, so; and yet 'tis well: 
There was a pretty redness in his lip; 
it^ tittle riper and more lusty red 
Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'iwas just the differ 

ence 
Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they marked him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him: but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him: 
F«r Jvbat had he to do to chide at me ? 
He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair blaek) 
And, now I am remember'd, scorn'd at me: 
I marvel, why I answer'd not again : 
Bfit that's all one; omittance is lio quittance. 

Acrnr. 

i .THE VARIETIES OP MELANCHOLT. 

I have neither the scholar's melancholy, whfeh if 
emttlation; nor the musician's, wbu\\ \^ W\.^^\t.i\\ 

♦OKer-exact. ^ SiUy, 



22^^ BEAUTiM or si±aki?p«;are. 

por thift coiirtiers, which is prood; nor the soldier's^ 
which is atnbitio'is; nor the lawyer's, which is poli- 
tic; nop the lady's, which is nice;* nor the lover's, 
which is all of these 

MARRIAGE ALTERS THE TEMPER OF b'OTH SEXES. 

Saj a day, without the ever: No, no^ Orlando, 
men are April when they woo, December when they 
wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the 
sky changes «when they are wives. I will be more 
jealous of thee than a fearbary cock-pigeon over his 
nen; more clamorous than a parrot against rain; 
more new-fangled than an ape; more giddy in my 
d^res than a monkey; I will weep for nothmg, like 
Piana in the fountain, and I will do that when you 
- are disposed to be merry; I will laugh like.a hyen, 
and that when thou art inclined to sleep. 

cvpid's parektage. 

No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, that was 
begot of thought,! conceiv'd of spleen, and bori^ of 
madness; that blind rascally boy, that abuses every 
one's eves, because his own are out, let him be . 
judge, how deep I am in love. 

Oliver's description of his danger wher 

sleeping. 

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wrej;ched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair^ 
Lay sleeping on Ijiis back : about his neck 
A green ana gilded snake had wreathed itself^ 
WSeo with her head, nimble in threats, approachVI 
The opening of his mouth; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlinked itself. 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into i| bush: under which bush's shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry. 
Lay couchine, head on ground, with catlike watehi 
Wbeii that tne sleeping man should stir; for His 
The royal disposition of that beast 
To prey on nothing; thai Ao\\i ^ft^m ^ ^i^^d^ 

* Trifling. \ 'Nlt^wvOa.^'^ 
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ACT V. 

LOVE. 

Good shepherd^ tell this youth what Hb to lovOb 
It is to be all made of sighs and tears; 
It is tbbe all made of faith and service; 
It is to be a«l made of fantasy, 
All made of passion, and all made of wiBheS) 
kVL adoration, duty, and observance. 
All humbleness, all patience, and impati^beef 
AH purity, all trial, all observance. 
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' ACT II. 

man's pre-eminence. 

THERE'S nothing, situate under heav'lUi cje^ 

Bat hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky: 
The beasts, the fishes, and the. winged fowk| 
Are their males' subject, and at their contrc^: 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these. 
Lords of the wide world, and wild wat'ry seM| 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls. 
Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 
Are masters to their females, and their lords: 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

t^i^lENCE EASIER TAUGHT THAN PRACTISED ' 

Patience, unmov'd, no marvel though she pansej 
They can be meek, that have no other cause. 
A wretched soul, bruis'd with adversity, * 
^Vc bid be quiet when we hear it cry: 
But were we burden'd with like weigfit of paiii| 
As tiifi^, or more, we should ourselves complain. 

DEFAMATION. 

I see, the Jewel, best enamelled, 
^ill lose his beauty; and though ^old 'bides stilli 
That others touch, yet oAen touching vn\l 
Wear gold; and so no man, that \iatti a tiMiya^ 
Bat iaheboai^Lnd corruption doth it 6^^«« 
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JEALOUSY* 

■^Ji &y> Antipholus, look strange, and frown; 
Some pinK^ mistrqss hath thy sweet aspects, 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou unurg'd woald 

vow • 
That never' wprds were music to thine ear, 
That never object pleasing in thine eye. 
That never touch well-welcome to thy hand^ ' 
That never meet sweet-savour'd in thy taste, 
Unless I spake, look'd, touch'd, or c&rv'd to thee* 

SLANDER. 

For slander lives upon succession; 
For ever hous'd, where it once geta possession. 

AcFv. 

A WOHAN'd ■ JEALOUSY MpBE DEADLY THAK fOltpl 

The venom clamours of a jealous womap 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tootl). 
[t seems his sleeps were hinder'd bjr thy raiUngs 
And thereof comes itvthat his head is light. 
Thou say'st, his meat was sauc'd with thy,upbrai 

Unquiet meals make ill digestions, 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred; 
And what's a fever but a fit of madness ? 
ThoUfSay^st, his sports were hinder'd by thy braw 
Swe^t recreatwn barr'd, what doth ensue, 
But moody ^Pn'jdtfll melancholy, 
(Kinsman to gMtJ^and comfortless despair;; 
And, at her heels)^ a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life? 

DE^g^tPTION OF A BEGGARLY FORTUME-TELUUI 

A hungry lean-facM villain, 
A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller; 
A needy, hoUow-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch, 
A iiVinff dead man : this pernicious slave, 
Forsook, took on Vim ^s ^ coxv^^T«t\ 
And, gaztiig in mine e\es, fee\YR%\K^ Y^^i^ 
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And with no face, as twere outfacing met 
Cries out, I was possess'd. 



OLD AO£. 



Though now this grained* face of mine be hid 
In sap^onsuming wmtei^s drizzled ^PWj 
And all the conduits of my hlood froze up; 
Yet hath my night of life some memory, 
My wasting lamp some fading glimmer left, 
My dull deaf ears a little use to hear: 
All these old witnesses (I cannot err,) 
Tell me, thou art my son AntipHolus. 



.LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 

ACT L 

SELF-DENIAL. 

BRAVE conquerors! — for so you are, 
That wa* against your own affections. 
And the huge army of the world's desires. 

VANITY OP PLEASURE. 

Why, all delights are vain; hut that most yaini 
\V|^ich, with pain purchased, doth inherit pain. 

ON STUDY. 

Study is like the heaven's glorious sun, 

That will not be deep-search'd with saucy looks* 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from others' books, 
rhese earthly godfathers of heaven's lights. 

That give a name to every fixed star. 
Have no more profit of their shining nights, 

Than those tnat walk, and wot not what tdey are 
Too much to know, is, to know nought bat fame; 
And every godfather can give a name. 

♦Furrowed, lined. 
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FROST. 

An enrious sneaping* frost, 
That bites the first born infants of the springi 

A CONCEITED COUETIER. 

A man in all the world's new fashion planted, 

That hath a mint of phrases in his Drain: 
One, whom the music of his own vain tongae 

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony; 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 

Have* chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy, that Armado hi^ht,t 

For interim to our studies, shall relate. 
In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 

From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate 

ACT II. 

« 9£AUTr. 

My beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise; 
Beauty, is bougnt by judgment of the eye. 
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongueSt 

** A MERRT MAN. 

A merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, • 

I never spent an hour's talk withal: 
His eye begets occasion for his wit; 
For every object that the one doth catch, 
Tlie other turns to a mirth-moving jest: 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words^ 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

* Nipping. t Called. 
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ACT ilL 

HUltOfTROTTS DESCRIPTION or LOTK. 

O ! — And I, forsooth, in love ! I, that hare been 
love's whi4); 
A very beadle to a humourous sigh: 
A critic; nay, a night-watch constable; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom no mortal so magnificent! 
This wimpled,* whining, purblind, wayward boyj 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid^ 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arm, 
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malecontents. 
Dread prince of plackets,t king of codpieceSj 
Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting paritorsf — my little heart ! — 
And I 'to be a corporal of his field. 
And w^ear his colours like a tumbler's hoop! 
What? I! I love! I sue! J seek a wife! 
A woman, that is like a German clock. 
Still a repairing; ever out of frame; 
And never going aright, being a watch,, 
But being watch'd that it may still go right ' 

ACT; IV. 

SONNET. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

('Gainst whom the world cannot hold argumitet») 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

Vows, for thee broke, deserve not punishment. 
A woman I foi-swore; but, I will prove. 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee: 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 

Thy grace being gam'd, ciu-es all disgrace in mo. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is: 
Then thou, fair sun, which on my eartji dost shine, 
Exhal'st this vapour vow; in thee it is: 

• Hooded, veiled. f Petticoats. 

t The officers of the spiritual courts wVio s^tn'^ t!\%r 
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If broken then, it is no faiiH of mine; 
If bt me broke, what fool is not so wisfSf 
To lose ZiQ oath to wiji a paradise? 

BONO. 

On a day, (alack the day!) 
Love, whose month is ever May, 
Spied a blossom, passing fair. 
Playing in the wanton air: 
Through the velvet leaves the wmd. 
All unseen, 'gan passage find; 
That the lover, sick to death, 
Wish'd himself the heaven's breath. 
Air, qiufth A<, thy cheeks may bk>w; 
Air, would I might triumph soi 
But, alack, my hand is sworn. 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet; 
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 
Do not call it sin in me. 
That I am forsworn for thee: 
Thou for whom even Jove would fwear» 
Juno but an Ethiop were; 
And deny himself for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 

' THE powe;i of lote. 

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not^lone immured in the brain; 
But with the motion of all elements, 
Courses as swift as thought in every power; 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a prepious seeing to the eye^ 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 
A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound. 
When the suspicious head of theft is stoppM; 
Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible, 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snailsj 
Love's tongue proves daipty Bacchus gross m ta 
For raJoar, is not love a HeTcuXea, 
Still climbing trees iu U\o Hc%v^t\^^*^ 
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Subtle as sphinx, as sweet and musical, 
As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair: 
And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes hearen drowsj with the harmony. 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 
Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs; 
0, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 
And plant in tyrant's mild humility. 

women's eyes. 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive; 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire; 
They are the books, the arts, the academies, 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world; 
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent. 

ACT V. 

JEST AND JESTER. 

Your task shall be 
With all the fierce* endeavour of your wit, 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of 
death? 
It cannot be; it is impossible: 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros, Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spiri: 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace. 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools: 
A jest's prosperity ues in the ear ' 

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it. 

SONG. 

Spring* When daisies pied, and violets blue. 
And lady-smocks all silver-white, 
And cuckdo-buds of yellow hue, 

Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men, for \Ki\s Rm^s\>ft^ 
Cuckoo; 

* Vehement 
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Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of iear» 
Unpleafling to a married ear! 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 
\ And merry lark^ are ploughmen's cIoek% 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 

And maidens bleach their summer smockf 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 

Cuckoo; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear, - 
\ Unpleasing to a married ear! . 

fVitUer, When icicles hang by the wall» 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nidl» 
And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail» 
When blood is nipp'd, and ways be foul. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who; 
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel* the pot 

When all aloud the wind doth blow. 

And coughing drowns the parson's saw 
And birds sit brooding in (he snow. 

And Marian's nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabsf hiss in the bowl. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who; 
To-whit, to-who,' a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 
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ACT I. 

VIRTUE GIVEN TO BE EXERTED. 

HEA VEN (\o\]\ with \i«», as we with torcW 
3fot light them fo' ihem8e\vea: ^ot \^ owt 

* Cool -V WAd avv\<ia- 



/ 



^ IIEASUHE FOR MEASURE. 91 

Did not 20 forth of us, 'twere all alike 

As if we had them not. SpiriU are not finely toBchSl 

Bnt to fine issues:* nor nature never lends 

The ismsmest scruple of her excellence. 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 

Herself the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use.i 

THE CONSEQUENCE OF LIBERTY INDULGED. 

' As surfeit is the father of much fast, 
So every scope hy the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint: Our natures do pursue, 

iLike rats that ravint down their proper hane,) 
L thirsty evil; and when we drink, we die. 

ELOQUENCE AND BEAUTY, 

In her youth 
There is a prone§ and speechless dialect. 
Such as moves men; beside, she hath prosperous mi 
When'she will play with reason and discourse. 
And well she can persuade. 

PARDON THE SANCTION OF WICKEDNESS. 

For we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass, 
And not the punishment. 

A SEVERE GOVERNOR. 

Lord Angelo is precise; 
Stands at a guard || with envy; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone; Hence shall we se* 
If power change purpose, what our seemers be. 

RESOLUTION. 

Our doubts are traitors. 
And make us lose the good we oft might win. 
By fearing to attempt. 

^ For high purposes. 1 1nttntt 

t Voraciously devour % Ptomao^ 

I Oil h|0 defeac9 
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THE PAATEBTS OF aCAlPSKB EITECTVAX*. 

Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, i??hen maidens stte, 
Men give like gods; but when they weep and kn 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they tnemselves would owe* them 

ACT II. 

ALL MEN FRA]L. 

Let but your honour know,! 
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,) 
That, in the working of your own affections, 
Had time coherdj with place, or place with wisl^i 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attained the effect of your own purpo 
Whether you had not some time in your liie 
Err'd in this point which now you censure him, 
tAnd puU'd the law upon you. 

THE FAULTS OF OTHERS NO JUSTIFICATION 

OUR OWN. 

'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 
The jury, passing on the prisoner's life. 
May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try : What's open mad< 

justice, 
That justice seizes. WJiat know the laws, 
Thatthicves do pass§ on thieves? 'Tis very p^ 

nant.p 
Th« jewel that we find, we stoop and take it. 
Because we see it; but what we do not see, 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You. may not so extenuate his offence, 
Forir I have had such faults; but rather tell me, 
Wheik 1, th&t censure** him, do so offend. 
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 
And noting come in partial. 

•Have. t Examine, If: Suited, 

$ Pass judgment. W'PYun. ^"^^^.xaA 

.** Sentence. 



k 
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Mercyas not itself, that oil looks so; 
fardon is still the nurse of second wo. 

MERCT IN GOVERITORS COMMENOSD. 

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs. 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword, 
The marshal's truncheon, nor the ju^ge^ robe* 
Become them with one half so good a gri^ce, 
^ As mercy does. 

"" • - JHE DUTY OP MUTUAL FORGIVEITESS 

Alasf^^?' 
Why, all^Ji^souls that were, were forfeit once; 
And He thatnj^^ht the vantage best have took. 
Found out the\^medy : How would you be, 
Ifhe, which is t^jj^top of judgment, should 
But judge you as.3j^u are? O, think on that; 
And mercy then w|j breathe within your lips, 
/Like man new ma^e. 



■. f 

: JUSTICE. 



Yet show some pityC^ , 

Ang, I show it mosf of all, when I show justice, 
For then I pity those J'do nof know, 
^/^Tiich a dismiss'd offence Vould after gall; 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to. act another. 

THE ABUSE OF AUTHORITY. 

O^liis^c^rcdlent 
To have a giaht*s strength; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 
Could great men thunder. 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet, 
For every pel^tig,* petty officer, 
yf^sM use his heaven for thunder; nothing but 

thunder. 

Merciful heaven ! 
/ Thou rather^ with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Splifst the unwedgeable and gnarled^ o^^s.^ 

* Paltry. t KuoU^A* 
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Than the, sc^ myrtle — 0, byi^ man, peond manl 

Drest in a little brief authority; 

Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd. 

His glassy essence,-^like an angry ape, 

Plays such fantastic tricks 'before high hearen. 

As make the angels weep: who, with oijr spleesfi 

Would all themselves laugh mortaL 

TH£ PRIVILEGE OF AUTHORITT. 

Great men may jest with saints: 'tiiS wit in tbftt^ 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 
That in the captain's but a choleric word, • 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 

HONEST BRIBERT. 

Hark, how I'll bribe you. 

*Ang, How ! bribe me ? 

hah. Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall sh&re 
with you. 

Lucio, You had marr'd all else. 

hah. Not with fond shekels of the tested* gold, 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor, 
As fancy values them: but with true prayers, 
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there. 
Ere sun-rise; prayers from preservedf souls, 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

THE POWER OP VIRTUOUS DUTY, 

Is this her fault, or mine? 
The tempter, or the tempted, who sins mort? Ha 
Not she^ nor doth she tempt: but it is I, 
That lyingJjy the violet, in the sun, 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be, 
That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman's lightness? Having waste grooiid 

enough. 
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, 
And pitch our evils there?} O, fy, fy, fy! 

* Attested, stamped. 

f Preserved from the coTiupliotk oi V>aft YiQiM» 
/-See 2 Kings, x. 27. 
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What dost tliou? or what art thou, Angelo? 

Dost thou desire hdr foully, for those things 

That make her good? O, let her brother Urc. 

ThicYes for their robbery have authority. 

When judges steal themselves. What? do I love he? 

That I desire to hear her speak again, 

And feast upon her eyes? What is't I dream on* 

canning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 

With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerout 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To sin in loving virtue: never could the strumpet, 

With' all her double vigour, art, and nature^ » 

Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid 

Subdues me quite. 

LOVE IN A GRAVE SEVERE GOVERNOR. 

When I would pray and think, I think and pray 
To several subjects: heaven hath my empty words; 
Whilst my invention hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel: Heaven m my mouth. 
As if I did but only chew his name; 
And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception: The state, whereon I studied^ 
Is like a good thing, being often read. 
Grown fear'd and tedious; yea, my gravity. 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 
Could I, with boot,^ change for an idle plume, 
Which the air beats for vain. O place! O form! 
How often dost thou with thy case,t thy habit, 
Wrendb awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming? 

FORNICATION AND MURDER EQUALLED. 

It were as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness, that do coin heaven's ima 
Id stamps f hat are forbid : 'tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made, 
As to put mettle in restrained means, 
To make a faJse one 

♦ ProfiL \ OultttdA. 
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LOWLlKEdS OF MIND. 

Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
Bnt graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang, Thus wisdom wishes to appear most brighi 
When it doth tax itself. 

TEMPO AiL[< FAR BETTER THAN ETERNAL DBATH* 

Better it were, a brother died at once. 
Than that a sister by redeeming him, 
Should die foe ever. 

■ - - ^ ' women's FRAILTY. 

Nay, i>Fomen are frail too. 

[sak. Ay, as the glasses where they view then 



selves: 



Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Womeiii!— Help heaven! men their creation mair 
In profiting by them. Nay call us ten times frail 
For we are soft as our complexions are, 
And credulous to false prints.* 

ACT III. 

Hop;^. 

The miserable have no other medicine. 
But only hope. 

REFLECTIONS ON THE VANITY OF LIFE. 

Reason thus with life, — , 

If I dolose thee, I do lose a thing 
[hat none but fools would keep; a breath thou an 
rServile to all the skiey influences,) 
That dost t^is habitation, where thou keep'st, 
Hourly afflict: merely, thou art death's fool; 
For him thou labour'st by thy flig;ht to shun, 
And yet run'st toward him still: Thou art not noj^ 
For,aH the accommodations that thou bear'st, 1 
Are nurs'd by baseness i thou art by no ma 

valiant; , 

For thou dost fear the' soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm: Thy best of rest is slecp,^ .^ 

♦Impressvoua. '» 
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And that thou oft jjroYok'st : yet grossly fear'st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not th|;ff€lf; 
For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains , 
That issue out of Wust: Happy thou art not: ^ 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get 
And what thou hast, forget'st: Thou art not certain* 
For thy complexion shifts to strange eifects,* • 
After the xBooh: if thou art rich, thou art poor; 
For, Hke an ass, whose hack with ingots how8^ 
9itiu hear^t thy heavy riches but a journey, 
Ajid death unloads thee: Friend hast thou none; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 
The mere eflfu%ioh of thy proper loips, 
Do curse the gout, serpigo,! and the rheum, 
For ending thee no sooner : Thou hast nor yojuth, 

nor age : 
But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep, 
Dreaming on both: for all thy blessecl youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld;t and when thou art old, and rich. 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy riches |)leasant. What's yet in thiSj 
That bears the name of life ? yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths: yet death we fearj 
That makes these odds all even. 

THE TERRORS OF DEATH MOST IN APPREKSKSIOtt 

O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake. 
Lest thou a ferverous life should'st entertain, 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension; - 

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

RESOLUTION FROM A S^JTSE OF HONOUR,., 

Why,give you me this shame? : ■ .' 

Think yeu \ can a resolution fetch ^ 

From dbwery tenderness? lClT£wiaV^\fc> .^ .\ 

^AffbctB, afi^ctions. ^ 1 a^Kw4 fBOSf^^^JM^. 

t Old age J 4 
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iwffl encounter darkness ? 3 ~ bride, 
|id hug it in mine arms. 

I THE HYFOCKISY OF AKGXLO. 

There my father's grave 
: Did utter forth a voice! Yes, tbou must die: 
Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy^ 
Whose settled ^'isage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i'the head, and follies doth enmew,* 
As faltcom doth the fowl, — is yet a devil;* 
His filth within beins cast, he would appear 
> A pond as deep as hell. 

THE TERROaS 01^ DEATH 

Death is a fearful thing. 

I$ab. And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud, Av, but to die, and go we know not whtlt 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot: 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice; 
To be imprison'd in the viewlessf winds, i 

And blown with restless violence about 
The pendent world; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling! — 'tis too horrible! 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life, J 
That age, ach, penury, and imprisonment i 

Can lay on nature, is a paradise .f 

I'o what we fear of death. ^ 

VIRTUE AKD GOODNESS. ' 

Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful | 

A BAWD. 1 

The evil that thou causest to be done, i 
That is thy means to live: Do thou but thrri 
What His to cram a maw, or clothe a back, j 
From Bueh a filthy vice: sa,y lo \Vv\«ielC,— »# 

♦ Shut «.•» ^ \tvN\s\\A*«S 
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From their abomiaaUe and beastly toi^di^ 
1 drioki I eat, array myself, and liye. 
Canst thou believe thy Hiring is a life^ 
So etinkinf^ depeitding ? Go, mend, go» mend« 

actTv. 

SONG. 

Take, oh take» those lips away. 
That so sweetly were forsworn; 

And those eyes, the break of day» 
Lights that do mislead the mom: 

But my kisses bring again. 

Seals of love, but seal'd in vain. 

Hide, oh hide, those hills of snow, 
Which thy frozen bosom bears* 

Oii whose tops the pinks that grow 
Are of those that April wears: 

But my poor heart first set free. 

Bound in those' icy chains by thee. 

GREATNESS SUBJECT TO CENSURE. 

place and greatness, millions of false eyes, ' 
Are stuck upon thee ! volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrarious quests ^ 
Upon thy doings ! thousand 'scapes* of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 
And rack thee in their fancies. 

SOUND SLEEP. 

As fast lock'd lip in sleep, as guiltless labour 
When it lies starklyf in the traveller's bones. 

ACT V. 

CHARACTER OF AN ARCH HYPOCRITE. 

O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'st " 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madness: make not impo» 

sible 
That which but seems unVvkc ^T'\^Tvci\.vca>^QR!8^.^ 

"Sollies. \^\A&^, 
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but one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground. 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolutft. 
As Anjgelo: eveu'so may Angelo, 
In all his dressings,* characts, titles, formsy 
Be an arch-villain: believe it, roj^al prince, 
[f he be less, he's nothing; but he's more. 
Had I more name for badness. 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
ACT I. 

MIRTH AND MELANCHOLY. 

NOW, by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes. 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper; 
And other of such vinegar aspect, 
•That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

WORLDLINESS. 

^ou have too much respect upon the world: 
They lose it^ that do buy it with much care. 

THE world's true VALUE^ 

I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano; 
A stage where every man must play a part. . 

CHEERFULNESS. 

Let me play the Fool : 
With mirtn and laughter let old wrinkles come: 
And let my liver rather heat with wine. 
Than my jfieart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within. 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster? 
Sleep when he wakes? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? 

* Habits and cVvatacV^TO ot q^ca 
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AFFECTED GRAVITY. 



I (ell thftc what, Antonio, — 
I love thee, mid it is my love that speaks;-— 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond; 
And do a wilful stillness* entertain, 
With purpose to be dre^s'd in an opinion i 

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit; 
As who should say, / am Sir Oracle, 
*ind, when 1 ope oy lips, let rio dog bark! 
0, my Antonio, I do know of these. 
That therefore only are reputed wise, 
For saying nothing. 

LOilUACITY. ' 

Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 

than any man in all Venice: his reasons ^re as two 

grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; you 

shall seek all day ere you find them; and, when you 

bare them, they are not worth the search, 
t 

MEDIOCIllTY. 

For aught I see, they are as sick, that surfeit with 
too much, as they that starve with nothing: It is no 
Wean happiness, therefore, to be seated in the mean; 
superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, bu*. coinpe- 
tency lives longer. 

SPECULATION MORE EASY THAN PRACTICE. 

If to do wore as easy as to know what were good 
to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men's 
cottages, princes' palaces. It is a good divine that 
follows his own instructions: I can easier teach 
twenty what were good to be done, than be one ol 
the twenty to follow mine own teaching. The brain 
may devise laws for the blood; but a hot temper 
leaps over a cold decree; such a hare is madness the 
youth, to skip o'er the meshes of good counsel the 
wipple. 

. * Obstinate silence. 
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TW JEW'S BiALICE.. 

Bass, This is si^nior Antonio. 

Shy, [tSside.] How like a fawning pubUean I 
looks ! 
f hate him, for he is a Christian : 
But more, for that, in low simplicity, 
He lends out money gratis, and brin^ down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice, 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him 
He hates our sacred nation; and he rails. 
Even there where merchants most do congregate^ 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest: Cursed be my tribe, 
If I forgive him! 

HYPOCRISY. 

Mark yqu this, Bassanio, 
The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, producing holy witness, 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek; 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart; 
0, what a goodly outside falsehood hath! 

THE Jew's expostulation. 

Sigrtior Antonio, many a time and oft, 
In the Rialto'you have rated me 
About mv monies, and mv usances:* 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe: 
You call me — misbeliever, cut-throat dog. 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Well then it now appears, you need my help: 
Go to then; you come to me, and you say, 
Shyloc'c, we tooitld fiave monies : Vou say so, 
Yoii, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold: Monies is your suit, 
Wh^t should 1 say to you? Should I not say. 



• ^ 
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Udih a dog money? is Upf^^nhle^ 
A CUT can lend three thousand diicats 9 or 
Sha^l I bend lowj and in a bondman's key, 
With 'bated breath, and whispering bumbleneify 

Say this, ^ » 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last; 
You spumed me su^h a day : another time 
You ctdVd me — dog; an^d for these courtesiei 
M lend you thus much monies. 

act"il 

GRAVITY ASSUMED. 

blgnior Bassanio, hear me: 
If I do not put on a sober habit, 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then) 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eye« > 
Thus with my bat, and sigh, and say, amen; 
Use all the observance of civility, 
Like one well studied in a s^d ostent* 
To please his grandam, never trust me more, 

THE JEW'S COMMANDS TO HIS DAUGHTER. 

Lock up my door<^, and when you hear'the dmndj 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife. 
Clamber not you up to the casements then. 
Nor thrust your head into the public street. 
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish'd faces: 
Hut stop my house's ears, I mean my casemeiits, 
Let n«t the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. 

POSSESSION MORE LANGUID THAN EXPEOTATIOV. 

0, ten times faster Venus' pijgeons fly 
To seal love's bonds new made, than they are Wont| 
To keep obliged fajth unforfeited ! 
^o riseth from a feast. 
With what keen sppetite that b% sits dawn? 
Where is the horse that doth untread aeain 
His tedious measures with the unbated nte 

^ Show ofataid and serious domettMiic* 
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That he did pace them "first? All things that an^ 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd* 
How like a yonker, or a prodigal, 
The scarfed* bark puts from her native bay, 
HuggM and embraced by the strumpet wind! 
How like the prodigal doth she return, . 
With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails. 
Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind! 

PORTIA'S SUITORS. 

From the four corners of the earth they come, 
To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 
The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now, 
For princes to come view fair Portia : 
The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits* but they come, 
As. o'er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

THE PARTING OP FRIENDS. 

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part: 
Bassanio told him he would maKe some speed 
-Of his return ; he answer'd — Do not so, 
Slubber not'\ business for my sake, BassemiOf 
But stay the very riving of the time; 
And for the Jew^s bond, which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love: 
Be merry} and employ your chdefest thoughts 
To' courtship, and such fair ostents* of love 
As shall conveniently become you there: 
And even there, his eye bein^ big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
* And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio's hand and so they partedt ^ 

.HONOUR TO BE CONFERRED ON ME;RIT OKI^T* . 

For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable ^ 

♦ Decorated -with flags. 

f To slubber is to do a t\imf^ cvMltiMdif. 
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Witftout the stamp of merit I Let none presame 

To wear an undeserved dignity. 

0, that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv'd corruptly ! and that clear honour 

Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer! 

How many then should cover, that stand bare? 

How manv be commanded, that command? 

How much low peasantry would then be glean'd 

From the true seed of honour? and how much honour 

PickM from the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To be new varnish'd? 

LOVE MESSENGER (COMPARED TO AN APRIL DAT. 

Lhave not seen 
So likely an ambassador of love : 
A dav in April never came so sweet. 
To snow how costly summer was at hand, 
As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

ACTMII. 

THE JEW'S REVENGE. 

If it Will feed nothing else, it will feed my revenge. 
He hath disgraced me, and hindered me of half a, 
nullion: laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains, 
scorned m/nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my 
friends, heated mine enemies; and what's his rea- 
son? I am a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a > 
Jew hands>, organs, dimensions, senses, affections, 
prions? fed with the same food, hurt with the 
same weapons, subject to the same diseases, healed 
by the same means, warmed and cooled by the same 
winter and summer, as a Christian is? If you prick 
OS, do we not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not 
laaghi if you poison us, do we not die? and if you 
wrong us, shall we not revenge ? If we are like you , 
in the rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew 
wrong achristian, what is his humility? reVenge: 
if a Christian wrong a Jew, what should his suffer- 
ance be by Christian example? why, revenge TVv^ 
Tillany, you t^i^b me, I will execute: «itv^\\ ><W^ 
gob^rd, but I will better the instr\)^ctVon. 
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MUftfC. 

Let music sound, while he doth make his choice; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 
Fading in music: that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall he the strei 
And wat'ry death-bed for him : He may win; . 
And what is music then? then music is 
Even as the flourish whefi true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch: such it is, 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day. 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes. 
With no less presence,* but witli much more lor 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster: I stand for sacrifice. 
The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives. 
With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. 

THE DECEIT OF ORNAMENT OR APPEARANCSI. 

The world is still deceived with ornament; 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 
But, being seasoned with a graciousf voice. 
Obscures the show of evil? In religion, 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament? 
There is no vice so simple, but^ assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as falsi 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars; 
Who, inward search'd, have livers white as mflJ 
And these assume but valour's excrement. 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weignt; 
Which therein works a miracle in nati^re. 
Making them lightest that wear most of it: 
So Sire those crisped^ su^k^ ^old^Ti locks^ 
* Dignity of mein. ^ NTuouxi^ ^nq\)x« XCn^ 
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Which make such wanton gambols with the windy 

Upon supposed fairness, often known 

To be the dowry of a seccftid head, 

The skull that bped them, in the sepulchre. 

'Bras ornament is but the guiled* snore 

To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty : in a word. 

The seeming truth which tunning times put on 

To entrap the wisestl 

Portia's picture. 

What find I here? [Openir^ the leaden casket 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ?t what demi-god 
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
Seem they in motion ? Here are sever'd lips, 
Parted with sugar breath; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends Here in her hain 
The painter plays the spider; and hath woven. 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs: But her eyes,7- 
How could he see to do them? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his. 
And leave itself unfurnish'd. 

SUCCESSFUL LOVER COMPARED TO A C0N^U£R0Rt 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes, 
Hearing applause and universal shout, 
^dy in spirit, still gazing^ in a doubt 
Whether tnose peals of praise be his or not; 
So thrice fiiir lady, stand I. 

BIS THOUGHTS TO THE INARTICULATE JOTS OF A 

CROWD. 

There is such confusion in my powers, 
^ after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude : 
"here every something, being b\eTvt^to^<tV\v«t^ 

*Tn^cberou8, f Likehess, portrmt. t"B\wM^»^ 
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Tinrns to a wild of nothing save of joy, 
Express'd, and not expressed. 

IMPLACABLE REVENGE. 

Shy. I'll have my bond : I will not hear thee spetki 
V\\ have my bond; and therefore speak no morei 
I'll not be made a soft and duU-ey'd fool, 
To shake the head, relent^ and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. 

THE BOASTING OP YOUTH. 

I'll hold thee any wager. 
When we are both accouter'd like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace; 
And speak, between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice; and turn two mincing $tep9 
Into a manly stride; and speak of frays. 
Like a fine bragging youth: and tell quaint lieSi 
How honourable ladies sought my love. 
Which I denying, they fell sick and died; 
I could not do with all; — ^then I'll repent. 
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them: 
And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell. 
That men shall swear, I have discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth. 

AFFECTATION IN WORDS. 

O dear discretion, how his words are suitei^' 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words: and I do know 
As many fools, that stand in better place 
Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the naatter. 

THE JEW'S REASON FOR REVENGE. 

You'll ask me why I rather chose to have ' 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive / 
Three thousand ducats: I'll not answer that: 
But, say, it is my humour:* Is it answer'd? 
What if my house be troubled with a ratg 
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And 1 be pleased to give ten thousand ducats 

Tahave it baned? What, are you answer'd yet? 

Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ; 

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i'the nose. 

Cannot contain their urine : Fpr affection,* 

Mistress of passion, swavs it to the mood 

Of what it likes, or.loaths^ Now, for your answer 

As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 

Why he cannot abide a gapingt pig; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat; 

Why he, a swollen bag-pipe; but of force 

Must yield to such inevitable shame. 

As to offend, himself being offended; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not. 

More than a lod^'d hate, and a certain loathing 

I bear Antonio, tnat I follow thus 

A losing suit against him. Are you answer'd? 

MERCT. 

The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 
Itdroppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd; 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes. 
Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes . 
The throned monarch better tnan his crown: 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power 
The attribute to awe and majesty. 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 
But mercy is above this sceptre'd sway. 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 
It is an attribute to God himself; 
And earthly power idoth then show likest 6od% 
When mercy seasons justice. • • 

FORTUNE. 

For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Tban is her custom: it is still her use, 
To let th^ wretched man outlive his wealth. 

To view with hollow eye, and ii I'liililiJ^^iiiifytil ^^^ 

l^f>»ge of poverty yi^^^^^'K^l 01'"'; 

•PrejadicK. 5 /^ <5^^^™*ti3 __ ' 
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ACT V. 

MOONLIGHT. 

' How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank I 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears; soft stillness, and the night. 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessica : Look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines* of bright gold: 
There's not the smallest orb, which thou behoid'st. 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubim: 
Such harmony is in fmmortal souls; 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 

MUSIC. 

I am never merry, when I hear sweet music. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts. 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowmg, and neighing loud 
Which is the hot condition of their blood; 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 
Or any air of music touch their ears. 
You snail perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze, 
By the sweet power of music: Therefore the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floodsj 
Since not so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 
But music for the time doth change his nature* 
The man that hath no music in himself, 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils; 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus: 
Let no such man be trusted. 

.A GOOD DEED COMPARED. 

^ Ho'iV far that little candle throws his beams! 
So shines a good deed in ^ xv^.\3lwVv1y vrorld. 

* A small flat disli, used m l\i« ^^xmxs^Xx^xSfsci ^\ *Qu^ 
SueharimU 
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NOTHING GOOD OUT 0# SCA80N. 

The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark. 
When neither is attended; and^ I think. 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day. 
When every goose is cackling, would be tnought 
No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by season seasoned are * 
To their right t)raise, and true perfection I— 
Peace, hoa ! the moon sleeps with Endymion, 
And would not be awak'd ! 

MOONLIGHT NIGHT. 

This night, methinks, is but the daylight sick^ 
It looks a Tittle paler; 'tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 



A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. 

ACT I. 

A father's authority. 

TO you your father should be as a god; 
One that compos'd your beauties^ yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax. 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
Fo leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

A RECLUSE LIFE. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice, 
You can endure the livery of a nun; 
For aye* to be in shady cloister raew'd, 
To live a barren sister all your life. 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thnce blessed they, that master so their bloody 
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage :' 
But earthUer happy is the rose distiU'd^ 

•Ever. 
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Than that, ivhich, withering on the vicgiB thorn. 
Grows, lives, and dies, m single blessedness. 

TRUE LOVE EVER CROSSED. ' 

For aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth' 
But, either it was different in blood: 
Or else misgraffed, in respect of years: 
Or else it stood upon the choice of friends: 
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it; 
Making it momentany* as a sound. 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream; 
Brief -as the lightning in the colliedt night. 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and ciirtli, 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold! 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up: 
vSo quicK bright things come to confusion. 

ASSIGNATION. 

1 swear to thee, by cuj>id's strongest bow; 
By his best arrow with the golden head; 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves; 
By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves: 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen; 
By all the vows that ever men hav^e broke. 
In number more than ever woman spoke; — • 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

THE MOON. 

When Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat'ry glass. 
Decking with liq|iid pearls the bladed grass. 

LOVE. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity. 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mindr 

♦ Momentary. * \"S\a.OBu 
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And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind 
Nor hath love's mind of any judgment taste; 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste: 
And therefore is love said to be a child, 
Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd. 
As waggish boys in game* themselves forswear. 
So the boy love is perjur'd every where. 

PUCK. 

I am that merry wanderer of the nighty 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile, 
when I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile. 
Neighing in likeness of a silly foal: 
And sometimes lurk I in a gossip's bowl, ' 
In very likeness of a roasted crab;t 
And, when she drink, against her lips I bob, 
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour tqe ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me; 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she. 
And tailor cries, and falls into a cough; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe) 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

PAIRY JEALOUSY, AND THE EFFECTS OP IT. 

These are the forgeries of jealousy: 
And never, since the middle summer's spring. 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook, 
Oron the beachy margent of the sea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy brawls tjiou hast disturb'd our sport. 
Therefore tne winds, pining to us in vain, * 
As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land, . 
Have every peltingj river made so proud, 
That they have overborne their continents;§ 
The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat; and the green com 

•Sport- f Wild apple. tPeM;j* 

fBkaks which contain: them. 
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Hath rotted, ere his youth attained a beard 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 

And crows are fatted with the murrian flock; 

The nine men's morris* is filPd up with mud; 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 

For lack of tread, are undistinguishable; 

The human mortals want their winter here; 

No night is now with hymn or carol bless'd:— 

Therefore the, moon, the governess. of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rheumatic diseases do abound : 

Arid through this disteraperature, we see 

The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts 

Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose; 

And on old Hyems' chin, an icy crown, 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 

Is, as in a mockery, set* The spring, the summer, 

The childingt autumn, angry winter, change 

Their wonted liveries; and the mazed ^vorld, 

By their increase^ now knows not which is whick 

LOVE IK IDLENESS. 

Thou remember'st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 
Uttering such a dulcet and harmonious breath, 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song; 
And certain stars snot madly from their spheres. 
To hear the sea-maid's music. 
That very time I saw, (but thou could'st not,) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm'd . a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west; 
And loos'd his love-shafl smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts; 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the watery moon^ 
And the imperial votress passed on. 
In maiden meditation fancy-free.§ 

*A ga,me played by boys. 

f Autumn producing ftoweTa \inae9Aoiv«}c\^, 

t Produce. § Ex«m\>l {iom\o\«. 
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Yet mark'd 1 where the bolt of cupid fell: 

It fell upon a little western flower,— 

Before, milk-white; now purple with love's wound,^—' 

And maidens call it, love-in-idleness 

A FATRY BANK. 

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blowf^ 
Wliere ox-lips* and the nodding violet grows; 
(luite over-canopied with lushf woodbine, 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine: 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the nicht, 
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and deligl^ 



ACT III. 

FAiaY COURTESIES. 

Be kind and courteous to this gentleman; 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes: 
Feed him with apricocks and dewLerries,^ 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries; 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees, 
And, for night tapers crop their waxen thighs. 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes, 
To have my love to bed, and to arise; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes: 
Nod to him, elves, and d j him courtesies. 

FEMALE FRIENDSHIP. 

Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd, 
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent, 
Wben we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us, — 0, and is all forgot.^ 
All school-days' friendship, childhood innocence. 
We, Hermia, like two artificial§ gods. 
Have with our neeldsjl created both one flower, ^ - 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 
Both warbling of one song, both in oiie key; . 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds^ 

* The greater cowslip, f Vigorous. % Oc>o^k«cn»ik 
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Had been incorporate. So we grew together, . 
Like to a doable cherry, seeming parted; 
But yet a union in partition, 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem: 
So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart; 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 
Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 
And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 
To join with men in scorning your poor friend? 
It is not friendly, ^is not maidenly : 
Our sex, as wen as I, may chicle you for it; 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

* DAYBREAK. 

Night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast. 
And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger; 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and 

there. 
Troop home to church-yards. 



ACT IV. 

DEW IN FLOWERS. 

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls, 
Stood now within the prett}- flow'rets' eyes, 
Like tears, that did their own disgrace oewail. 

HUNTING. 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 
nd mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip, I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding;* for, besides the groves. 
The SKies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem'd all one mutual crv * I never heard 
80 musical a discord, such sweet thunder 
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HOUNDS. ' 

Mj hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind. 
So flew'd,* so sanded; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew; 
Grook-knee'd, and dew-lap'd like Thessalian oullly 
Slow in pursuit, but matcn'd in mouth like belbi 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never hoUa'd to, nor cheer'd with norn. 

"^"^■^ 

ACT V. 

THE POWER or IMAGINATIOZr. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, ' 

Arc of imagination all compact :t 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold^ 
That is, the madman: the lover, all as frantic. 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt: 
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth slance from heaven to earth, from earth to 

neav'nj 
And, as imagination bodies forth - 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 

SIMPLICITY AND DUTY. 

For never any thing can be amiss, 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o'ercharg'A 
And duty in his service perishing. 

MODEST DUTY ALWAYS ACCEPTABLE. 

Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
JTo greet me with premeditated welcomes; 
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midst of sentences. 
Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears, 
And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying me a welcome: Trust me, sweet, 

^TbeBewsare the large chaps of e YvouivA. 
fAre made of mere imagination. 
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Out of this silence, yet, I pick'd a welcome; 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

TIME. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve 

NIGHT. 

Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf hehowls the moon; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores^ 

All with weary task fordone.* 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud. 
Puts the wretch that lies in wo, 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his sprite. 

In the church-way paths to glide. 



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

ACT I. 

PEACE INSPIRES LOVE. 

BUT now I am return'd, and that war-thoughtl 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 
Allprompting me how fair young Hero is. 

jDC Pearo. Thou wilt be like a Jover presently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words ^ 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it; 
And I will break with her, and with her father. 
And thou shalt have her: Was't not to this en^ 
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story? 

Claud, How sweetly do you minister to love, 

* Qvetcoiue. 
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That know love's grief bj his con^)lexion! 
Bat lest my liking might too sadden seem, 
I fmAd have salv'd it vrith a longer treatise. 
p. Tedfo* What need the bridge much broader 
than the flood? 
The fairest grant is the necessity: 
Look, what will serve, is fit: His once/ thou lov'fti; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy 
I know we shall have revelling to*night; 
( unll assume thy part in some disguise. 
And tell fait Hero I am Claudio; 
And in her bosom PU unclasp my heart. 

AC^II. 

FRIENDSHIP IN LOVE. 

Friendship is constant in all other things, 
Save in the office and affairs of love: 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself, 
And trust no agent: for beauty is a witch, 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.t 

MERIT ALWAYS MODEST. 

It is the witness still of excellency, 
To put a strange face on his own perfection. 

BENEDICT THE BACHELOR'S RECANTATION. 

This can be no trick: The conference was sadly 
borne.! — ^They have the truth of this from Hero. 
They seem to pity the lady^ it seems, her affections 
have their full bent. Love me! why it must be re- 
quited. I hear how I am censured: t^ey say, I will 
bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love come 
(rem hker, they say too, that she will rather die than 
give any sign of affection. — I did never think to 
marry: — I must not seem proud: — Happy are they 
that hear their detractions, and can put them to 
mending. They say, the lady is fair; 'tis a truth, 1 
can bear them witness: and virtuous; — 'tis so, I 

• Oncp for alJ. t Paanon. 

tSmotaly carried on. 
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cannot reprove it; and wise, but for loving me: — By 
my troth, it is no addition to her wit; — nor no great 
argument of her folly, for I will be horribly in lore 
with her. I may chance have some odd quirks and 
remnants of wit hroken on me, because I have railed 
so long against marriage : — But doth not the appetite 
alter? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he 
cannot endure in his age: Shall quips, and senten- 
ces, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe a man 
from the career of his humour? No: the world must 
be peopled. When I said, I would die a bachelor, 
I did not think I should live till I Were married.— 
Here comes Beatrice : by this day, she's a fair lady 
I do spy some marks of love in her. 

• 

ACT HI. 

FAVOURITES COMPARED. TO H^ONETSUCELES 

Bid her steal into the pleached bower. 
Where honeysuckles, ripen'd by the sun, 
Forbid the sun to enter; — ^like favourites. 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride. 
Against that power that bred it. 

A SCORNFCJL AND SATIRICAL BEAUTT, 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
.Misprising* what they look on; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to h^r 
All matter else seems weak: she cannot love. 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-enaeared. 
I never yet saw man. 

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd. 
But she would spell him backward : if fair^faced. 
She'd swear the gentleman should be her sister: 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antic. 
Made a foul blot: if tall, a lance ill-headed: 
If low, an agate very vilely cut: 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all wmd: 
If suent, why a block moved with none. 
3o turns.she every man the wrong side out; 

• UndeTYli\\ux^^ 
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And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

ACT IV. 

DISSIMULATION. 

0, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunnling sin cover itself withal! 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence, 
To witness siipiple virtue? Would you not swear^ 
AH you that see her, that she were a maid. 
By these exterior shows? But she is none: 
She knows the heat of a luxurious* bed: 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

A FATHER LAMENTING HIS DAUGHTER'S llXWMMt 

Griev'd I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ?t 
0, one too much by thee ! Why had I pne? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? t 

Why had I not, with charitable hand. 
Took up a beggar's issi^e at my gates; 
Who smirchedj thus, and mired with infamy, 
I might have said, No part of it is mirvBy 
Thi$ shame derives itself from unknown loifhs7 
But mine, aAd mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd, 
And mine that I was pi^ud on; mine so much, 
That 1 myself was to myself not mine, 
Valuing of her; why, she — O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again 

IKNOCENCE DISCOVERED BT THE COUHyAKAVOS/ 

Ij*aye mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bea^ away those blushes; 
And in her eye there hath appeared a fire. 
To bum the errors that these princes hold . j 
Against h^r maiden truth. \\ 

^Lascivious. f Dispoaitiofi of Oamg^ %Sx)Sfl^ 
6 
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l^SSOLUTION. 

I know not: If they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrotae her honour 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not }'ct so dried thi^ blood of mine,. 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 
Nor my' bad life refl me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak'd*in such a kind, 
Both strength of limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of iriends, 
To quit me of them thoroughly. 

TH£ DESIRE pF BELOVED OBJECTS HKIQHTENSD If 

THEIR LOSS. 

F6r it SO falls out, 
That what we have we prize not to the worth. 
Whiles* we enjoy it; but being lack'd and lost. 
Why, then we rackf the value; then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours:-^So will it fare with Claudia 
When he shall hear she died uponj his words. 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination; 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit, 
More moving-delicate, and full of life, ' 
Into the eye and prospect of his. soul, 
Than when she liv'd indeed. 

TALKING BRAGGARTS. 

But manhood is melted into courtesies,§ valour in- 
to compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, 
and trim ones too: he is now as valiant as HerculeSi 
that only tells a lie, and swears it. 

ACT, V. 

COUNSEL OF NO WEi'GHT INt MISERY*. 

I pray thee, cease thy counsel. 
Which falls into mine eats as ^TQ^vlU<8i& ' 

•While.' • t Ov«r-Tate. A'E^^* \C«cttttWM| 



MUCH A£K) ABOUT NOTHING. 

As water in a seive; give not me counsel; 

Nbr let no comforter delight mine e^r, ^ 

DUt such a one whose wrongs do suit with mi^e* 




/Measure his wo the length and breadth of mu»e» 
And let it answer evfery strain for strain; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 
In every lineament, branch, shape and form: 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard; 
Cry — sorrow, wag! and hem, when he should sroaii* 
Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-wasters; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no such man: For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words: 
No, no; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow 
But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency. 
To be so moral, when he shall endure 
The like himself: therefore give me no counsel, 
My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

SATIRE ON THE STOIC PHILOSOPHERS. 

I pray thee, p^ce: I will be flesh and blood; 
Fo» there was never yet philosopher. 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently; 
However they have writ the style of gods 
And made a pish at chance and sufferance. 

TALKING BRAGGARTS. 

Hold you content : What man ! I know them, yea. 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple 
Scrambling, out-facing, fashion-mono;'rin^ bo^*^ 
That Jje, and cogy and flout, de\>r?^ve ;vwS^^wCv^\^ 
(^oaaliekly, stnd siiow outward V\\0^to\x*xv^«s»« 
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And speak of half a dbzen dangerous words, 
How they mkht hart their enemieS} if they dnnlti 
AndlhiAisdi. 

VILLAIN TO BS NOTED. 

Which b the villain? Let me see his eyes; 
That when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him. 

DAYBREAK. 

The wolves have preyed : and look, the gentle daji 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about . 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray*^ 



TAMING OF THE SHREW. 



INDUCTION. 

HOUNDS. 

THY hounds shall make the welkin answer themj 
And fetch shrill echlDes from the hollow earth. 

PAINTING. 

Dost thou love pictures? we will fetch thee straight 
Adonis painted by a running brook: 
And Cytherea all in sedges bid; 
Which seem to move and wanton with her breath. 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 



ACT I. ^ 

woman's tongue. 

Think you, a little din can daunt mine eirs? ^ 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar? 
Have I not heard the sea, puflPd up with windsj 
Rage like an anery boar, chafed with sweat? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field 
And heav'ns artillery thunder tn the skies? 
Hare I not in a pitcnedW\.\\eV«b^\^ 
Loud 'larums, neigVi\n8^sleeAs,^wA\.x>3XK^^\?%<2wB>a| 



\ 
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And do you tell me of a woman's tonguei 
That &y^ not half so great a blow to the etr. 
As wiU a chesnut in a farmer's firei 

ACT III. ' 

A MAO WEDDING. 

When the priest, 
Should ask — ^if Katharine should be his wife, 
t^, by gogs-vfounSy quoth he: and swore so load| 
That, sdl amaz'd, the priest let fall the book* 
And, as he stoop'd again to take it up. 
The mad-brain'd bridegroom took him such a cuff, 
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest; 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any list, 

Tra. What said the wench, when he arose again? 

Gre Trembled and shook; for why, he stamp'd, 
and swore, • 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many ceremonies done. 
He calls for wine: A health, quoth he, as if 
He had been aboard carousing to his mates 
After a storm: — QuafPd off the muscadel,* 
And threw the sops all in the sexton's face ! 
Having no other reason, — 
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly. 
And scem'd to ask him sops as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bride about the neck; 
And kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous smack, 
That, at the parting, all the church did echo. 

ACT IV. 

THE MIND ALONE VALUABLE. 

For 'tis the mind that makes the bodv rich; 
ind as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds, 
So honour peerethf in the meanest habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 

* It was the cuiitom for the company present to drink 
wine immediately afler the marriage ceTemoii^'« 

fAppearetb. 

6* 
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Because his feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the adder better than tbe eel, 
Because his painted skin contents the eye? 
O^ no, good Kate; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture and mean array. 

ACT V. 

THE wife's duty TO HER HUSBAITD. 

Fie, fie ! unknit that threatening unkind browj 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes. 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor; 
It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair budfl^ 
And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 
A woman moved, is like a fountain troubled. 
Muddy, ill-seeming, tlyck, bereft of beauty; 
And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper. 
Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares lor thee, 

. And for thy maintenance; commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land; 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe. 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands. 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience; — 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 
Even such, a woman oweth to her husband: 
And, when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
And not obedient to his honest will. 
What is she, but a foul contending rebel. 
And graceless trdtor to her loving lord.? — 
I am asham'd, that women are so simple 
To offer war, where they should kneel for peace; 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway. 
When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, 

Unapt to toil and trou\A% in Wife viw\^\ 



TEMPEST. e? 

Bat that our soft conditions* and our hearts, 
Shodd wen agree with our external parts? 



TEMPEST. 
ACT I. 

AN USURPinO SUBSTITTTTS COMPARED TO JOT* 

THAT now he was 
The Itj, which had hid mj princely trunk. 
And suck'd my verdure out on't. 

Ariel's description of Managing the SToftir. 

I hoarded the king's ship; now on the beak, 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flam'd amazement : Sometimes, I'd divide, ' 
And burn in many places; on the top-mast, 
The yards, and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly, 
Then meet, and join: Jove's lightnings, the precur* 

sors 
O'the dreadful thunder claps, more momentary 
And sight-out-running were not : The fire, and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to besiege, and make his boLl waves tremble. 
Yea, his dread trident shake. »< 
—Not a soul. 

Bat felt a fever of the mad, and pla^'d 
Some tricks of desperation: All, out mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all a-fire with me: the king's son, Ferdinandg 
With hair up-starting ^then like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man that leap'd; cried. Hell is emp/jfi 
'Snd aU the devils are here. 

PROSPERO REPROVING ARIEL. 

Thou dost; and think'st 
It much, to tread the ooze of the salt deep; 
To run upon the sharp wind of the north: 
To do me business in the veins o' the eartiii 
When it is bak'd with firost. 

* Gentk tompati. 



\ 



6^ BEAUTIES OF SHAKSPEARE. 

CALIBAN'S CURSES. 

Cal As \ricked dew as e'er my motber l)rash^d 
With raven^ feather from nn wholesome fen. 
Drop on you both ! a sonth-we^ blow on ye. 
And blister yon all o'er ! ' 

Pro. For this, be sore, to-night thou shalt have 
cramps, 
Side-fititches that shall pen thy breath up; urchins* 
Shafl, for that rast of night that they may work, 
All exercise on thee: thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honeycombs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

CaL I most eat my dinner. 
This island?s mine, by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou takst from me. When thou cam'st first) 
Thou strok'dst me, and mad'st much ot me; would'st 

give me 
Water ^vith berries in't; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 
That burn by day and night : and then I lov'd thee, 
And, show'd thee all the qualities of the isle, 
The' fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and 

fertile; 
Cursed be I that did so ! — All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 
For I am all the subjects that you hare. 
Which first waa mine own king; and here you sty me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest of the island. 

Caliban's exultation after frospero tells 
him he sought to violate the honour of 
his child. 

O ho, ho ! — 'would it nad been done ! 
Thou didst prevent me;, I had peopled else 
This isle with Calibans. 

MUSIC. 

Where should this music be ? i' the air, or the earth, 
J< sounds no more: — and sure, it waits upon 
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I Some ^od of the island. Silting on a bank, 
Weeping again the king my father's ivreck. 
This music crept by me upon the waters; 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 
With its sweet air. 

ARIEL'S SONG. 

Fall fathom five thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made; 
Those are pearls, that were his eyes: 

Nothing of him that doth fade. 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Harkr now 1 hcaflhem, — ding-dong, bell. , 

A lover'^ speech. 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel, 
The wreck of all my friends, or this man's threatii 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me, 
Mkht i but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all corners else o' the earth 
Let liberty maice use of; space enough 
Have I in such a prison. 

ACT jl. 

DESCRIPTION OF FERDINAND'S SWIMMING ASUORB 

Isaw him beat the surges under him, 
And ride upon their backs^ he trod the water, 
Wfcwe enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him; his bold head 
*Bare the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself witli his good arms in lusty stroke * 

To the shore, that o'er his wave- worn basis bow*d. 
A.8 stooping to relieve him : I not doubt 
He came uive to land. . 

SLEEP, 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it'j 
Uieldom visits sorrow ^ when it dotVi) 
• is a comforter. 
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A FINE AF0SI0PS8IS. 

They fell together all, as hy consent; 
. They dropped, as by a thunder-stroke. What migihti 
Worthy Sebastian? — 0, what might? — No more^;— 
And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face, 
What thou should'stbe: the occasion speaks th6i: 

and 
My strong imagination sees a crown ' 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Caliban's citrsss. 
AH the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prospero fall, and make turn 
By inch-meal a disease I His spirits hear me. 
And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinehf 
Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i' the mirCi 
Nor kad me, like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them; but 
For erery trifle are they set upon me : 
Sometimes like apes, that moe* and chatter at me^ 
And after, bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall; sometime am I 
All wound with adders, who, with clorcti tongneS} 
Do hiss me into madness: Lo! now! lo! 
Here comes a spirit of his; and to torment mCi 
For bringing wood in slowly; I'll fall flat: 
Perchance he will not mind me. 

SATIRE ON ENGLISH CURIOSITY. 

Were I in En^and now (as once I was,) and had 
but this fish painted, not a holiday-fool there bat 
would give a piece of silver; there would this mon- 
ster make a man; any strange beast there makes a 
man: when they will not give a doit to relieve a lame 
beggar, they will lay out ten to see a dead Indian 

CALIBAN'S PROMISES. 

I'll show thee the best springs; .Pll pluck thee ber 

ries; 
I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough 
A plague upon the tyrant \b.^l I tAts^X 
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111 bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wond'rous man. 

I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where GrahK grow| 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pic-ntttt; 
Show thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee now 
To snare the nimble marmozet; I'll bring thee 
To clust'ring filberds, and sometimee I'll get thee 
Young sea-mells* from the rock. 

ACT III. 

FERDINAND. 

There be some sports are painful: but their labooi 
Delight in them sets off: some kinos of baseness 
Are nobly undergone; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be 
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious; but 
The mistress which I serve, quickens what's dead. 
And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed; 
And he's composed of harshness. I must remore 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work: and says, such base* 

ness 
Had ne'er like executor. I forget: 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours 
Most busy-less, when I do it. 

Enter Mm and a; and Prosfero at a distanee* 

Mira. Alas, now! pray you, 
Work not so hard: I would the lightning had ^ 
- Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoined to pile 
Pnt]r, sit it* down, and rest you: when this barns, 
*Twill weep for having wearied you: Mr lather 
Is hard at study; pray now, rest yourself^ 
He's safe for these three hours. • ^ 

Fer. • O most dear mistress. 

The sun will set, before I shall discharge, 
What I muiC itrive to do. 
J^ira. If you'll sVt doYiii* 

'V bear fonr logs the while: Pray f^ve ii»^3bA 

*8ea^U. 
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I'll carry it to the pile. 

Ter, No, precious creature: 

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back, 
Than you should such dishonour undergo, 
While I sit lazy by. 

Mira. It would become me 

As WfeU as it does'you: and I should do it 
With much more ease; for my good will is to it, 
And yours against. 

Fro. Poor worm ' thou art infected; 

This visitation shows it. 

Mira, You look wearily, 

Fer, No, noble mistress; His fresh morning wilh 
me. 
When you are by at night. I do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that I might set it in your prayers,) 
What IS your, name? 

Mira, Miranda: — O my father, 

I have broke your best* to say so ! 

Fef, Admir'd Miranda 

Indeed the top of admiration; worth 
What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have ey'd with best regard; and many a time 
rhe harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear; for several rirtaes 
Haye I lik'd several women; never any 
With so ftill soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd,t 
And put it to the foil : But you, O you, 
So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best. 

Mira, I do not know 

One of my sex; no woman's face remember. 
Save, from my glass, mine own; nor haye I seen 
More that I may calj, men, than you, good friend 
And my dear father; how features are abroad, 
I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty, 
{The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Any companion in the w6T\^\i\3X. 'jo^ai^ 
ATor can imagination form «L ^^V^> 

"Command. \0^jm^^ 
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Besides yourself, to like of: but 1 prattle 
Something too wildly, and my fatner's preceptt 
Therein forget. 

Fer, I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king: 
(I would, not so!) and w^ould no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I w^ould suifer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth, — ^llear my Ma 

speak; — 
The very instant that T saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service; there resides. 
To make me slave to it; and, for your sake, 
Am I this patient log-man. 
Mira, Do you love me? 

Fer. O heaven, earth, bear witness to this sonndj 
And crown what I profess with kind event, , 
If I speak true; if nollowly, invert 
What best is. boded me, to mischief! I, 
Beyond all limit of what else* i' the world 
1^0 love, prize, honour you. 

Mira, I am a fool, 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro, Fair encounter 

Of too most rarie affections! Heaven 6 rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 
Fer Wherefore weep you? 

Mira. At mine uriworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give; and much less take, 
What I shall die to want: But this is trifling; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunuingi 
Aiid prompt me, plain and holy innocence. 
1 am your wife if you will marry me; 
If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow 
^ou may deny'me: but I'll be your servant^ 
Wliether you will or no. 

Fer, * My mfstress, dearett 

A^nd I thus humble ever. 
Mira, My/hu&\>9LiOL^>^XLl 

-St. Af, with a heart as w\\V\x\^ 

7 *Whatsoc^et 
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As bondage e'er of freedom: here's nay hand. 

Miru. And mine, >vith my heart in't; And now 
farewell, 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer, A thousand! thousand t 

. A GUILTY CONSCIENCE. 

O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 
{^thought, the billows spoke and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me; and the thunder* 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper. 



ACT IV. 

CONTINENCE BEFORE MARRIAGE. ' 

If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister'd, 
No sweet aspersion* shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow; but barren hate, 
Sour-ey'd disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of vour bed with weeds so loathly 
That you shall hate it both. 

A lover's protestation. 
As I hope 
For quiet days, fair issue and long life. 
With such love as 'tis now; the murkiest den. 
The most opportune place, the strong'st suggestioB 
Our worser genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust; to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration. 
When ishall think, or Phoebus' steeds are founder^di 
Or night kept chain'd. below. 

PASSION TOO STRONG FOR TOWS. 

Look, thou be true; do not give dalliAoca 
Too much the rein : the strongest oaths are stivw 
To the fa% i' the bUHKi: be more abstemioas 
Or ehe, goqd night, your vow! 

These our actots, 
As I foretold you, were %1\ fs^\Tito« wA 
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Are melted into aip, into thin air 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 
Tfac cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces. 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
ITea, all which it inherits shall dissolve; 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,* 
Leave not a rackf behind: We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little lifi 
h rounded with a sleep. 

DRUNKARDS ENCHANTED BT ARIEL. 

. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking; 
wfull of valour, that they smote the air 
Por breathing in their faces; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet: vet always bending 
Towards their project; Then I beat my tabor. 
At whrch, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their 

ears, 
Advanc'd their eyelids, lifted up their noses. 
As they smelt music; so I charm'd their ears. 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd, through 
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss,^ and 

thorns, 
Which entered their frail shins: at last I left them 
I' the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 
There dancing up to the chins. 

LIGHTNESS OP FOOT. i 

Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may not 
Hear a foot fall. 



ACT V. 

TEARS. 

His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
From eavesj of reeds. 

<:0HPASSIOir AND CLEMENCY SUPERIOR TO REVENGB* 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions? and shall not myself, 

• Vanished. 

fA body, of clouds in motion*, V>\x\. W. ^a XQS»\ ^vJw^^ 
«;^ the author wrote track. 
tTbatcb. 
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One of their kind, that relish all as sharply. '.' ^' ^ 
Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou artf ^ 
Thotigh with their high wrongs I am struck to i\^ 
quick, / 

Yet, with my nobler reason, 'gainst my fury 
Do I take part : the rarer action is ^ 
In virtue tnan in vengeance: thev being penitent) . 
The sole Crift of my purpose doth extend 
' Not a frown further. 

FAIRIES AND MA(^IC. 

Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and 
groves 5 
And ve, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes back; you demi-j)uppets, thgit * 
By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites; and you, whose pastimo 
Is to make midnight mushrooms; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though you be) I have bedimm'd 
The noon-tide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds. 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt, the stron^-bas'd promontory 
Have I made shake; and by the spurs pluck'd up - 
The pine and cedar:' graves, at my command. 
Have wak'd their sleepers; op'd, and let them forth 
By my so potent art. 

SENSES RETURNINO. 

The charm dissolves apace, 
And as the morning steals upon the night. 
Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantla 
Their clearer reason. O my good Gonzalo, 
My true preserver, and a loyal sir. 
To him tnou follow 'st; I will pay thy graces 
Home, both in word and deed. Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonso, use me ^wd m^ ^wi^\ax\ 
Tbjr brother was a furtVieTeT \tv V\v€ ^'cX.\ 5J^t«>V 
Thou'rt pinch'd forH novr, ScV^^s^Aa-^- ^^^^tw^ 
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Wi^Mket mine, that entertained ambition, 
£xpell'<) remorse* and nature; who, with Sebastianj 
(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,) 
Would here havc^kill'd our king; I do forgive thee, 
Unnatural though thou art! — Their understanding 
Begins to swell; and the approaching tide 
Wm shortly fill the reasonable shores, 
That now lie foul and muddy. ' Not one of them. 
That yet looks on me, or would know me. 

ARIEL'S SONG. 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I: 

In a cowsIip^s bell I lie; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat's back, I do fly, 

Atter summer, merrily: 
Ifesrily, merrily, shall I live now. 
Under the blossom that hongs on the bou^ 
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ACT I 

MUSIC. 

IF Music be the food of love, play on, 

Give me excess of it; that, surfeiting. 

The appetite may sicken, and so die. — 

I'hat strain again; it had a dying fkll: 

0, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south, 

That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing, and giving odour. 

• « 

NATURAL AFFECTION ALLIED TO LOTE. 

, 0, she, that hath a heart of that fine fVame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brotheV, 
flow will she love, when the rich golden sha0. 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else 
That live in her! when liver, "btaiTi, ^iv^V^yxV^ 

^ ♦ Pity, or tendernefis of \»atV. 

7* 
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These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, ^ind filHM 
m^i sweet perfections) with one seu king! y 

ESCAPE FROM DANGER. 

I saw your brother, 
Most provident in peril, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a strong mast, that lived upon the sea; 
^Vhe^e, like Arion on the dolpnin's back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the wave, 4 
So long as I could see. 

A BEAUTIFUL BOY. 

Dear lad, believe it; 
For they shall yet belie thy happy years 
That say, thouart a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth, and rubious; thy small pipe 
Is as the nxaiden's organ, shrill, and sound, 
And all is semblative a woman's part. 

DETERMINED LOVE. 

Oh. Why, what would you? 

Vio, Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 
And call upon my soul within the house; 
Write loyal cantons* of contemned love. 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night 
Holla your name to the reverberat-ef hills. 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! 0, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you should pity me., 

ACT II. 

DISGUISE. 

Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness. 
Wherein the pregnantj enemy does much. 
How easy is it, for the proper-falseS 
iD fvomen's waxen hearts to set their forms f 

* Cantos, verses. ^ TLc^vomv^. 

t Dexterous, ready fiend. % Y«m di^ww^i, >• 
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AlaSi our frailty is the cause, not we; 
For such as we are made of, such we be* 

TRUE LOVE. 

Come hither, hoy; If ever thou shalt love, 
hi the sw^et pangs of it, remember me: 
Po{, such as 1 am, all true lovers are; 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 
Save, in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. 

THE WOMAN SHOULD BE YOUNGEST IN LOTS. 

Too old, by heaven; Let still the woman take 
An elder than herself; so wears she to himj 
So sways she level in her husband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves. 
Our fancies are more giday and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and woii} 
Than lyomen's are. 

, CHARACTER OF AN OLD SONG. 

Maatk it, Cesar io; it is old and plain: 
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun. 
Ait the free maids, that weave their thread witb 

bones,* 
Do use to ehaunt it; it is silly sooth,t 
And dallies with the innocence of love. 
Like the old age.j: 

SONG. 

Come away, come away, death. 
And in sad cypress let me be laid; 

Fly away, fly away, breath; 
I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

O, prepare it; 
My part of death no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower ^weet» 
On my black cofiin let there be aXxoNtnv 

* Lace-makers. \ Hiiii\\<a \x<aS0Bu^ 

t Times of simplicity. 
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Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be throwB* 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, 0, where 
Sad true lover ne'er find my grave. 

To weep there. ^ 

CONCEALED LOVE. • 

She never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud. 
Feed on her damask cheek; she pin'd in thoughts 
And, vvith a green a'hd yellow melancholjy 
She sat like patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. 

ACT III. 

JESTER. 

This fellow's wise enough to plav the fool; 
And, to do that well, -craves a tmd of wit: r 

He *must observe their mood on whom he jestSi 
The quality of persons, and the time; 
And like the haggard,* check at every feather ■" 
•That comes before his eye. This is a practice) 
As full of labour as a wise manfs art: 
For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit; 
But wise men, folly fallen, quite taint their wit. 

U2iS0U6HT LOVE. 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee so, that, maugref all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 
For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause: 
But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter: 
Love sought is good, but given unsought is. better. 

♦ A hawk not well trained, 
fin spite of. 
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ACT I. 

• LOVB COMH£irD£D AND CENSURED* 

YET writers saj, As in the sweetest bud| 
le etting canker dwells, so etting love 
liabits in the finest wits of alL * ' 

[And writers saj; As the most forward bad 
'Is eaten bj the canker ere it blow, 
£Ten so by love the young and tender wit 
Is tum'd to folly; blasting in the bud, 
Loring his Terdure even m the prime, 
And sdl the fair effects of future hopes. 

LpVB FROWARD AND DISSEMBLING. 

Maids, in modestv, say JVb, to that 
I Which they would have the profierer construe, ttfyt. 
Fie, fie, how wayward is this foolish love. 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse. 
And piresently, all humbled, kiss the rodt 

ADVANTAGE OF TRAVELLING. 

He cannot be a perfect man. 
Not being try'd and tutor'd in the world: 
Experience is by industry achiev'd, 
) And perfected by the swift course of time. 



n 
? 
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LOVE COMPARED TO AN APRIL DAT. 

0, how this spring of love resembleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day; 

Which now shows all the beauty of the suDj 
And by and by a cloud takes all away! 

ACT II. 

HmiOROUi DESCRIPTION OF A MAN IN LOTE, 
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redbreast; to walk alone, like one that had the pes- 
Jlence; to sigh, like a school-boy, that had lost his 
A, B, C; to weep, Hke a young wench that bad bu- 
ried her grandam; tb fast, like one that takes diet;' 
to watcby like one that fears rbbbins; to speak pu- 
ling,like a beggar at Hallowinas.t You were wont, 
when Tou laughed, to crow like a cock; when vou 
walked, to walk like one of the lions; when you mst- 
ed, it was presently after dinner; when you looked 
sadly, it was for the want of n&dney; and now ypu 
are metamorphosed with a mistress, that, when I 
look on yon, 1 can hardly think you my master. 

AN ACCOMPLISHED YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 

His yeagrs. but young, but his experience old; 
His head ))«inaM0wM, but his iudgment ripe; ^ 

And, in a wosid (for far behina his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow,) 
He is complete in feature and in mind, 
With all good grace to grape a gentleman. 

CONTEMPT OF LOVE PVNIS^BQ^ 

I have done penance for contemning love: 
Whose kiigh imperious thoughts have punished me 
With bitter fasts, with penitential, groans, 
With nightly, tears, and daily heart-sore sighs; 
For, in revenge of my contempt of Ipve, 
Love hath chas'd sleep from mj enthralled eyes^ 
And made them watchers of mine own heartVi toi^ 

row. 
O, eentle Proteus, love's a mighty lord; 
And hath so hmnbled me, as I confess. 
There is no wo to his correction. 
Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth ! 
Now, no discourse, except it be of love; 
Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep. 
Upon the very naked name of love. 

LOVE 'COMPARED TO A WAXEN IMAGB. 

For now my love i^ thaw'd; 
Which, like a waxen image '^inst a fire, 
BeSLTSno impression of the thing it was. « . 

•lender 
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Xi07E IKCRE4SED BT ATTEMPTS TO SUPPRESS IT« 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 
I'hoa would'st as soon 20 kin^e fire with soow. 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc, I do not seek to quench your love's hot fire; 
Bat qualify the fire's extreme f age, 
Les^ it should burn above the bounds of reason. 

JiU, The more thou dam'st* it up, the more ft 
burns; 
The current that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know'st, being stopp'<i, impatiently doth ragep 
But, when his fair course istiot hindered, 
He makes sweet music with the enamel'd stoneSt 
Gifing a gentle kiss to every sedge 
* He overta3:eth in his pilgrimage; 
And so by many winding nooks he strays, 
With willing sport to the wild ocean. 
Then let me go, and hinder not my course: 
1% be as patient as a gentle stream. 
And make a pastime of each weary step, 
Till the last step have brought me to my love; 
And, there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil,t 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

A FAITHFUL AND CONSTANT LOVER. 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles; 
His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate; 
Bis tears, pure messengers sent from his heart; 
His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth 

ACT III. 

FEBSBNTS PREVAH. WITH WOMEN. 

Win her with gifts, if she respect not words; 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind. 
More than quick words do move a woman's mind* 

A lover's banishment. 

And why not death, rather than living tomiftAlt 
To die, w t& be bamsh'd from myseXtt 
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And Silvia is myself: banished from her. 
Is self from self: a deadly banishment! 
What light is light, if Silvia be not seen? 
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by? 
Unless it be to think that she is by, 
And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 
Except I be by Silvia in the night, 
There is no music in the nightingale; 
Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 
There is no day for me to look upon. 

BEAUTY PETITIONING IN VAIN. 

Ay, ay; and she hath offered to the doom^ 
^WhiQh, unreservM, stands in effectual force,) 
A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears: 
Those at her father's churlish feet she tendered; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self: 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so beioani 

\ them, 
As if but now they waxed pale for wo: 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tear^ 
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire. 

HOPE. 

Hope is a lover's staff; walk hence with that. 
And manage ,it against despairing thoughts. 

' LOVE COMPARED TO A FIGURE ON ICE. 

This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched* in ice; which with an hour's heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 

THREE THINGS IN MAN DISLIKED BT FEMALBf. 

• 

The best wav is to slander Valentine 
With falsehoocf, cowardice, and poor descent; 
Three 4hipgs that women highly hold in hate* 

THE POWER OF POETRT WITH FEMALES. 

8^f, that upon the altar of her beauty 
i^oir sacrifice your tearS) youi ci\^%)^Q^3x hsavC 

* Cut, .V V 
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T^WW €JteN*LEW(EN OF VEIIOWA. 

VVrite till your ink be dry. and with your teahi 
Mojst it again; and frame some feeling line; 
That may discover such integrity : — 
For Orpheus' lute was strung with poet's sineW9| 
Wiose golden touch could soften steel and stonefi 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
I^orsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 



ACT IV. 

THE POWER OF ACTION. 

At that time I made her weep a-goodj^ 
For I did play a lamentable part: * 

Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioning 
For Theseus' porjury, and unjust flight; 
Which I so lively acted with my tears, 
That MJ poor mistress, moved there withal. 
Wept bitterly; and, would I might be dead; 
if I in thougnt felt not her very sorrow ( 

ACT V. 

A LOVER IN jSOLITUDE. 

How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 
rhis,shadowv desert, unfrequented woods, 
I better brook than flourishing peopled towns. 
Here can I sit alone, unseen of an^. 
And to the nightingale's complaining notes, 
Tune my distresses, and recordf my woes, 
thou that dost inhabit in my breast. 
Leave not the mansion so long tenantless; 
Lest growing ruinous, the building fall. 
And leave no memory of iVhat it was! 
Repair me with thy presence,^ Silvia; 
Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain 
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LOVE UNRETURNED. 

^^at dangerous action^ stood it next to deatl^ 
Would J not undergo for one c^xuVm^lI 

^in,MOQd eanMH9t \Bab%^ 

8 
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Of tis the eune in lore, and still approved,* 
When women cannot love Where the j 're beloT'4 

INFIDELITY IN A FRIEND. 

Who should be trusted now, when one's rij 
hand 
Is perjur'd to the bosom? Proteus, 
I am sorry, I must never trust thee more. 
But count the world a stranger for thj sake. 
The private wound is deepest. 

REPENTANCE* 

Who by repentance is not satisfied, 
is nor of heaven, nor eaHh. 

INCONSTANCY IN MAN* 

O heaven ! were man 
But constant, he were perfect: that one error 
Fills him with faults. 



WINTER'S TALE. 
ACT I. 

YOUTHFUL INNOCENCE. 

WE were, fair queen, 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind 

' But such a day to-morrow as to-day. 
And to be boy eternal. 

We were as twinnM lambs, that did frisk i' the » 
And bleat the one at the other: what we chang'd 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream'd 
That any did : Had we pursued that life. 
And ou^ weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd ' 
With stronger blood, we should have answer'd h 

ven 
B^idfy, Not guilty ; the imposition cleared, 

Hereditsiry ourst 

• Felt, iMEp^iienoed. \ S©u\ft|L *»*» «^\^xviiX «« 
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PONDSE88 OF A FATHER FOR HIS CHILD. 

Leon, Are you so fond of your young prince as W6 
Do seem to be of ours? 

FoL If at home, sir, 

He*8 all my exercise, my mirtb, my matter: 
Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemyt 
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all: 
He makes a July's day short as December; 
And, with his varying childness cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

JEALOUST. 

If whispemng nothing? 
Is leaning cheeK to cheek? is meeting nosei? 
Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty:) horsing foot on foot? 
Skulking in corners^ wishing clocks more swift? 
Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes blind 
With the pin and web,* but theirs, theirs only. 
That would unseen be wicked? is this nothing? 
Why, then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing; 
The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 
My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these nothings, 
If this be nothing 

REGICIDES DETESTABLE. 

To do this deed, 
Promotion follows: If I could find example 
Of thoxisands that had struck anointed Idngs, 
Apd flour ish'd after, I'd not do't: but since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one« 
Let villany itself forswear't. 



ACT II. 

KNOWLEDGE SOMETIMES HURTFUL. 

There may be in the cup 
A spidert steep'd, and one may drink: depart^ 

* Disorders of ihc e\e. , t 

f Spiders were est etMuetl i>o\«oiio\js \tv o>m "a.\35^vniO^^'««^ 
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And jet partake do renom; for his knowledge 
Is not infected: but if one present 
The abhor'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drank, he cracks nis gorge, his sideSi 
With violent hefts.* 

ELOitUENCE OF SILENT INNOCENCE. 

The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

EXPOSING AN INFANT. 

Come on, poor babe; 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites^ud rftrensy • 
To be thy nurses! Wolves, and bears, thejtayi 
Casting their savageness aside, have done 
Like offices of pity. 



. ACT 111. 

INNOCENCE. 

Innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at pat|ence. 

DESPAIR OF PARDON. 

But, thou tyrant! 
Do not repent these things; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir; therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting, 
Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look tnat' way thou wert. 

DESCRIPTION OF A GHOST APPEARING IN A DREAM 

I have heard (but not believ'd) the spirits of the* 

dead 
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me last night; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking To*me comt^ ^ Q.x^^l\M.e^ 
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Sometimes her head on one side, some another* 

I acver saw a vessel of like sorrow, 

So fill'd and so becoming: in pure white robes. 

Uk^ very sanctity, she did approach 

My cabin where 1 lay^ thrice oow'd before me • 

And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 

Became two spouts: the fury spent, anon 

Did this break from her: Good dntigontis^ 

Since fate^ against thy better disposition, 

Hath mad^ thy person for the throvoer-out 

Of my poor babe, according to thine oath,-^ 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep, and leave it crying s and, for the babe 

h counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

Ipr^ythee, t^UH; for this ungentle business, 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne^er shall see 

Thy wife Paulina more: — ^and so, with shrieks. 

She melted into air. Affrighted muc|i, 

1 did in time collect myself; andfthought 

This Tvas so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys. 

¥et for this once, yea, superstitiously, 

I will be squar'd by this. 

THE INFANT EXPOSED. 

Poor wretch, 
That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos'd 
To loss, and what may follow I— Weep I cannot. 
But ngr heart bleeds: and most accurs'd am 1, 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. — Farewell ! 
/I he day frowns more and more; thou art like .o 

have > 
A lidlaby too rough. 

A clown's description of a wreck. 
I would, you did but see how it chafes, how it ra- 
ges, how it takes up the shore ! but that's not to the 
point: €), the most pitious cry of Ae poor souls! 
sometimes to see 'em, and not to see 'em: now the 
shi)) Boring the moon with her main-mast; and anon 
swallowed with yest and froth, asyou'd thrust a cork 
into a hogshead. And then for the land servvc^, — 
To see how the bear tore out hj^ shou\dftt-\iQT\^\\vQW 
decried to we for help, andl said his t\«ime vj^'s. Kxv- 

8 • 
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ti^onus, a nobleman; — But to make an en4 of^^ 
ship: — ^to see how the sea flap-dragoned* it:— tiit 
first, how the poor souls roared, and the sea mocked 
them; and how the poor gentleman roared, and the 
bear mocked him, both roaring loader than the se$i 
or weather. 

ACT IV. 

A GARLAND FOR OLD MEN. 

Reverend sirs, 
For you there's rosemary, and rue; these keep 
Seeming, and savour,! all the winter long; 
Grace, and remembrance, be to you both, 
And welcome to our shearing ! 

NATURE AND ART. 

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient, — 
Not yet on summer's death, not on the birth 
Of trembling winter, — the fairest flowers o'the season 
Are our carnations, and streak'd gillyflowers, 
Which some call nature's bastards: of that^kind 
Our rustic garden's barren; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

PoL Wherefore, gentle maiden, 

Do you neglect them? 

Per, ForJ I have heard it |said, 

There is an art, which, in their piediiess, shares 
With creating nature. • 

PoL Say, there be; ' 

Yet nature is made better by no mean. 
But nature makes that mean: so, o'er that art, « 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marr^ 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock; 
And make conceive a bark of baser kind • 
By bud of nobler race; This is an art 
Which does mend nature,— change it rather: but 
The art itself is nature. 

A GARLAND FOR. MIDDLE-AGED MEN. 

f*ll not put 
♦ Swallowed \ lAlieneas BJa^ wrev^W \^^^^\ss»^mX. 
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The dibble* in earth to set one slip of thera; 
'J^inote than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, 'twere well; and only there- 
fore 
Desire to breed by me. — Here's flowers for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, majoram; 
The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun, 
And with him rises weeping; these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle ago. 

A GARLAND FOR TOUKG MEN. 

Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your floek| 
And onlj( live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas! 

Tou'd be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. — ^Nowmy 

fairest friencf,. 
I would, I had some flowers o' the spring, that might 
Become your time of day; and yours, and yours; 
That wear upon vonr virgin branches yet 
Your maiden neads growing:— O Proserpina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'st faU 
From Dis'sf wagon I daflbdils, 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes. 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroses. 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his stren^h, a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial; lilies of all kinds. 
The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these I lack, 
To make vou garlands of; and, my sweet friend 
To strew him o'er and o'er. 

A lover's commendation. 
What you do, 
Still bc;tter8 what is done. When you speak, sweeli 
W have you do it ever: when you sing, 
I'd have jou 2m/ and sell so; so ^ve ^tDa\ 

fil fdof to set plants, A^\uXo^ 
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Pray so; and, for the .ordering TOur alTairs, 

To sing them too: When you do dance, I wish JW 

A wave o' the sea, that jon might ever do 

Nothing Ijut that; move still, still so, and own 

No other function : Each your doing, 

So singular in each particular. 

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds, 

riiat all your acts are queens. 

TRD£ LOVE. 

He says, he loves my daughter: 
I think so too; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll stand, and read, 
As *tw(ere, my daughter's efes: and, to be plain, , 
I think, there is not half a Kiss to choose, 
Who loves another best. 

PRESENTS LIGHTLY REGARDED BT REAL LOVERS. 

Pol, How now, fair shepher.d? 
Your heart is full of something, that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load^ny she with knacks: I would have ransack'd 
The pedler's silken treasury, and have poured it 
To her acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted* with him; if your lass 
Interpretation should abuse; and call this 
Your lack of love, or bounty : you were straitedt 
li'or a reply, at least if you make a care 
Of happy nolding her. 

Flo. Old sir, 1 know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are: 
The gifts, she looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart; which I have given already. 
But not deliver'd.— 0, hear me breath my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 
Hath sometime lov'd: I take thy hand; this hand, 
As soil as dove's down, and as white as it; 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow^ 
That's bolted J by the northern blasts twice- o'er^ », 

•Bought, traflacked. A^x*.^^«> eQS5t^\a.V\esu ' ^ 

t The sievo ua^d to se^waX^ ^o\jx ItwaXkw^S^ 'cjSS^s^x 
bolting-doth. 



WINTER'S TALE. 9* * 

A ^tHSli THE BEST GUEST AT HIS SON'S NUPTIALS. 

PbL Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest 
That hest becomes the table. Pray jou, once more: 
Is not your father ^rown inca(»able 
Of tensonaMe affairs? is he not stupid 
With agCy and altering rheums? Can he speak? 

hear ? « 

Know man from man? dispute his own estate?* 
Lies he not bed-rid? and again does nothing, . 
But what he did* being childish?, 

Flo, No, good sir: 

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed. 
Than most have of his age. i 

Pol, By my white beard, 

Fou offer him, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial: Reason, my son 
Should choose himself a wife : but as good reasQiii 
"Rie father (all whosel joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity,) should hold some counsel ^ 
^such a business. 

RURAL SIMPLICITY. 

I was not much afeard. for once, or twice, 
I wsts'abbut to speak; and tell hijn plainly. 
The self-same sun, that shines upon his court, 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Locks on alike. 

LOVE CEMEKT£D BT PROSPERITY, BUT LOOSENED BT 

ADVERSITY. 

Prosperity's the very bond of love: 
Wh6se fresn complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

ACT V. 

WONDER, PltOCEEDING FROM SUDDEN JOY. 

There was speech in their dumbness, language io 
their very gesture; they looked, as they had beard 
of a world ransomed, or one destroyer*, k hqXaW^ 
fimiott of wonder appeared in them-, \i\x\. V\ve NsreeA 

• Talk over his affairs. 
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beholder, that knew no more but seeing, coul 
say, if the importance* were joy, or sorrow; 1 
the extremity of the one, it must needs be. 

A STATUTE. 

What was he, that did make it? — Sec, my i< 
Would you not deem, it breath'd? and that 

veins 
Did verily bear blood? • 

PoL Masterly done: 

The irery life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion inl 
As| we are moek'd with art. 
Still, methinks 

There is an air comes from her; What fine ck 
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock 
For I will kiss her. 

A WIDOW COMPARED TO A TURTLE. 

I, an old turtle, 
Will wing me to some wither'd bow; and th«i 
My mate, that's never to be found a^ain. 
Lament till I am lost. 

* The thin^j^ imported. 

1 4. e* Though her eye be fixed, it seems to have i 
init. tAsif. 
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ACT I. 

KEW TITLES. 

GOOD den,* sir Richard, — God-drmercu^fdUiWf 
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter ' 
For new made honour doth forget ihen's names : 
Tis too respective,! and too sociable, 
For your conversion.}: Now your traveller^— 
He and his tooth-pick at my worship^s mess; 
And when my nigntly stomach is sunic'd. 
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechise 

My picked man of countries :§ My dew Hrp 

(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin,) 
tthall beseech you — ^That is question now: 
And then comes answer like an ABC-book :||»-»* 
tivf says answer, at your best command; 
At your employment; at your service, sir: ■ ? 
No, sir, says question, /, sweet sir, at yours; 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, 
(Saving iiiiliali^e of compliment; 
And taUiing of the Alps, and Appenines; 
The Pyrenean, and the river Po,) 
It draws towards supper in conclusion so. 
But this is worshipful society, 

* Good evening. t Kespecl^Vft. 
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And fits the mounting spirits, like mjself : 
For he is a bastard to the time, 
That doth not smack of observation. 

ACT II. 

DlfSCRIPTIOK OF ENGLAND. 

That pale, that white-fac'd shore, 
Whose loot spurns back the ocean's roaring tideSi 
And coops from other lands her islanders, 
Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes. 
Even till that utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her king. 

DESCRIPTION OF AN ENGLISH ARMT. 

His marches are expedient* to this town, 
His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother-queen. 
An Ate,t stirring him to blood and st;rife; 
With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain;' 
With them a bastard of the king deceased: 
And all the unsettled humors of the land, — 
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries. 
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' spleens, — 
Have sold their fortunes at their native nomes. 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard«of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er, 
Did never float upon the swelling tide. 
To do offence and scathj: in ChristeDidom. 
The interruption of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance: they are at hand* 

COURAGE. 

By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence: 
For courage mounteth with occasion 

* Immediate, expedit\o\i&. 
f The Goddess of Keveugft. \^J5MMiS.. 
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A BOASTEK. 

Wliat cracker is tL's same, that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of superfluous breath* 

9ES0BIPTIO11 OF VICTORY BT THE FRENCH. 

You men of Angiers, open -wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in; 
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother, 
Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground: 
Many a widow's husband grovelling lies, 
Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth; 
And victory, with little loss, doth play v 

Upon the dancing banners of the French; 
Which are at hand, triumphantly display'd 
To enter conquerors. 

VICTORY DESCRIBED BV THE ENGLISH. 

Rejoice, you men of Angiers, rin^ your bells; 

King John, your kin^ and England's, doth approacfai 

Commander of this hot malicious day ! 

Their armours, that marcli'd hence so silver bright, 

Hither return all gilt with Frenchman's blood; 

There stuck no plume in any English crest. 

That is removed by a staff of France; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 

That did display them when we first march'd forth: 

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 

Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 

Died in the dying slaughter of their foes. 

A COMPLETE LADY. 

If lusty love should go in c[uest of beauty, 
Where.should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If eealous* love should go in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 
Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanchf 

POWERFUL EFFECTS OP SELF-INTEREST. 

Roundedt in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer , Wi^X. A3 ^^rJk.^ 

• Pious. \ ConspiMd. 
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That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith 
That daily break-vow: he that wins of all, 
Of kmg?^ of beggars, old men, young men, ma 
Who hating no external thin^ to lose 
But the word maid,— cheats the poor BMiid of \ 
That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling eon 

Commodity, the bias of the world: 
The world, who^ of itself is peisedf well, 
Made to run even, upon even ground; 
Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias, . 
This sway of motion, this commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency. 
From all direction, purpose, course, intents 
And this same bias, &c. 



ACT III. 

A woman's fears. 

Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frightening 
For'Iam jsickj and capablet of fears; 
Oppressed with wrongs, and therefore full of ft 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears^ 
A woman naturally born to fears; 
And though thou now confess, thou didst but ji 
With my yej^'d spirits I cannot take a truce. 
But they will quake and tremble all this day* 

TOKENS OF GRIEF. 

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy hea 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son? 
What means that hand upon that breast Of thii 
Why holds ^hine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proud river peering§ o'er his bounds? 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words? 

S'Jien speak again; not all thy former tale, 
ut this one word, whether tny tale be true. 

* Interest. t Poised, balanced 

^Susceptible. ^ Ki^^^^niv^v 
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i mother's fondness for ▲ BEAUTIFUL CHILP.; 

If thoti, that bid'st me be contept, wert griiQi 
Ugly, and sland'rous to thy mother's womb, 
Full of unpl^asing blots, and sightless* stains, 
Lamcy fooush, crooked, swart, prodigious,! 
Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending markfli 
I Would not care, I then wonld be content; 
For then 1 should not love* thee; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 
But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great 
Of nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies boast. 
And with the half-blown rose. 

GRIEF. 

I will instruct ray sorrows to be proud; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout. ^ 

COWARDICE AND PERJURT. 

Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoi]: Thou slave, thou wretch, thofl 

coward: 
Thou little valiant, great in villany 1 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side! 
Thou fortune's champion, that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! thou art perjur'd too. 
And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fooj; to brag, and stamp, and swear, 
[Jpon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave. 
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side? 
Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength? 
And dost thou now fall over to my loes? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doffj it for shame. 
And hang. a calf's skin on those recreant limbs. 

THE HORRORS OF A CONSPIRACT. 

I had a thing to say, — But let it go: 
The sun is in the hraven, and tV\e pxow^ ^"^1^ 

♦ Uaeightly. f Port entous %!> 
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Attended mth the pleasures of the world. 
Is iadi too wanton, and too fnll of eawds,* 
To giva.me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouthy 
Sound(One unto the drowsy race of night; : 
If this same were a churchyard where we slai 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs; 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 
Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thic 
(Which, else runs tickling up and down the ^ 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 
A passion hateful to my purposes^) 
Or if that thou could'st see me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceitf alone, 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of woi 
Then, in aespite of brooded watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 
But, ah, I. will not. 

APOSTROPHE TO DEA.TH. 

amiable, lovely death! 

Thou odoriferous stench! sound rottenness! 
Arise Torth from the couch of lasting night 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones; 
And put mv eye-balls in thy vanity brows; 
And ring these fingers with thy household wo 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust 
And be a carrion monster like thyself: 
Gome, grin bii me; and I will think thou smiP 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love, 
O, come to me ! 

A mother's ravings. 

1 am not mad: this hair I tear, is mine; 
My name is Constance; I was Geffrey's wife; 
Toung Arthur is itiy son, and he is lost: 

/ am not mad; — I would to heaven I were! 
For then, 'tis like \ s\iou\d te^<e\. tk^^^^VCx 
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0, if I cpold) w^at grief should I forget!— 

Preach' iibme philosophy to make me mad, 

And thou shalt be canoniz'd, cardinal J 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief, , 

My reasonable part produces reason ; 

How I may be deliver'd of these woes, 

And teaefateBimie to kill or hang myself:' 

If I were mad,' I should forget my son; 

Or madly. think, a babe of clouts were he: 

I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 

The different plague of each calamity. 

A 3fOTH£IL'S GRIEF FOR THE LOSS OF A SON. 

Father cardinial, I have heard you say, 
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven: 
If that be true, I shall see my boy again; 
For, since. the birth of Cain, the first male child, 
To him that did but yesterday suspire,* 
There was not such a graciousf creature born, 
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud, 
Add: chase the native beauty from his cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost; 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 
And so faie'll die; and, rising so again. 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him :^ there fore never, neyer 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

ConsL He talks to me, that nevfer had a son. 

K, Phi, You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 

Const, Grief fills the room up of my absent child 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form: 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 

DESPONDENCY. 

There's nothing in this world can make me joy: 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 
Vexing the duU ear of a drowsy matv. 

♦ Breathe. ^ QTt^(;^t\)\ 
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STRENGTH OF DEPiLRTING DISEASES. 

Before the curing of a strong disease, 
Even in the instant of repair and health, 
The fit is strongest; evils, that take leave, 
On their departure most of all show evil. 

DANGER TAKES HOLD OF ANT SUPPORT. 

He, that stands uDon a slippery place, 
Makes nice of no Vile hold to stay nim up. 

ACT IV. 

ARTHUR'S PATHETIC SPEECHES TO HUBKRT. 

Methinks, no body should be sad but I: 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night. 
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 
So I were out of prison, and tept sheep, 

I should be as merry as the day is long. 

* « « « « 

Have you the heart? When your head did 1)B 
ache, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me,) 
And I did never ask it you again : 
And with my hand at midnight held your head, 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour 
Still and anontjheer'd up the heavy time; 
Saying, What lack you? and, where lies your grief 
Or, What good love may I perform for you.^ i 
Many a poor man's son would have lain i^till. 
And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may think my love, was crafty love. 
And call it cunning: Do, an if you will: 
If heaven be pleas'd that you must use me ill. 
Why, then you must. — ^Will you put out mine ey«i 
These eyes, that never did, nor never shall. 

So much as frown on you? 

• « « « « - 

AJas, what need you\ie so\io\?X?t<iAi"i\w3L'^\ 
i will not struggle, 1 y?\\\ s\.^xv^ %\.ciw^-%>C^* 



For he%ir^ip|^; aakfe^ HubeHj let me not l>e b^ndl ^ 

Nay, fiear.me, Hubert ! drive these men awayi 

And I wilt sit as quiet as a lamb; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 

Nor look upon the iron angerly : 

Thrust but these men away, I'll forgive you, 

Whatever torment you do put me to. 

b there no remedy? 
Hub, None, but to los6 your eyes 

J^ik, O hear en! — ^that there were but a moat la 
yours, 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 

Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 

Then, feeling what small things are boist'rous thexei 

Year vil« intent must needs seem horrible. 

PERFfcCTION ADMITS OP NO ADDITON. 

To gild rei\ned gold, to paint the lily. 
To throw a perfume on the violet, 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 
To seek th^ beauteous eye of beaten to gamiBh,* 
Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess. 

» • « » • 

' In this, the ajatigue and well noted-face. 
Of p£uQ old form is much disfigured: 
And, like a shiCted wind unto a sail. 
It nuikes the course of thoughts to fetch about 
Startles and frights consideration; 
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected. 
For putting on so new a fashioned robe. 

THE COUNTENANCE OF A MURDERER. 

This is the man should do the bloody deed j 
The image of a wicked henious fault 
hvrti in his eye; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breailf 

A STRUGGONO CONSCIENCE. 

The edour of the king doth come and go, / 

Between his purpose and his conscieiic^i 

^Decorate. 
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[ike heralds Hwixt two dreadlbl battles set. 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break: 

NEWS BEARERS. 

Old men, and beldams, in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously: 
IToung Arthur's death is common in their mouths: 
And when they talk of him they shake their headi 
And whisper one another in the ear; 
And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer's wtist; 
'Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action. 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyd 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool. 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news. 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand 
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 
Told of a many thousand warlike French, 
That were embattled and rank'd in Kent: 
Another lean unwash'd artificer 
Cuts off his ta\e, find talks of Arthur's death. 

THE EVIL PURPOSES OF K1K6S TOO SERVILELY 

EXECUTED. 

It is the curse of kings, to be attended j 

By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant 
Ilo break within the bloody house of life: 
Andy on the winking of authority, 
To understand a law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it fVowiui 
More upon humour than advis'd respeet«* 

A villain's look, and ready ZEAL. 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds, 
Makes deeds ill done ! Hadst not thou been by« 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted,t and sien'd, to do a deed of shame, 
This murder had not come into my mind. 
Hadst thou but shook thy headj or made apauae». 
When I spake darkly wnat I purposed; , . 

Or turn'd an eye of do\i\>\. w.^otv to^ W.^^ 

♦ Deliberate considei^AAoxu \ QVjwsstH^^ 



is bid me tell my tale in exfiress words; 
D^p^ame had struck me dumb, made me breakpfl^ 
An^ those thy fears migbt have wrought fears, in me. 

HTPOCIIIST. 

Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 
For viUany is not without such rheum;* 
ilttd he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorsef and innocency. 

DESPAIR. 

If thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel act, do but despair, 
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted frpm her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on; or would'st thou drown 

thyself, 
^ut but a little water in a spoon, 
And it shall be as all the ocean, 
Bnough to stifle such a villain up. 

ACTV. 

A MAN IN TEARS. 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks; 
Mj heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Beinz an ordinary inundation : 
Bat this effusion of such manly drops, • 
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul) 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd 
Than had I seen the vanity top of heaven 
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors. 
Lift upj thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 
And with a great heart heave away this storm: . 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes, 
That never saw the giant world enrag'd; 
Nor met wj^th fortune other than at feasts. 
Pull warnvpf blood, o[ mirth, of ^ossij^iQiva*^ 

* Moisture. f pity. 
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DKITMS* 

Strike up the drums: and let the tongae ofniff 

Plead for our interest. 

• • • • • 

Do but start ^ 

An echo with the clamour of thy urum. 
And even at hand a drum is ready bracM| 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine; 
Sound but another, and another shall, 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's* ear. 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder. 

APPROACH OF D£ATH. 

It is too late; the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly; and his pure brain [bouses) 
(Which, some suppose the soul's frail dwelling- 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes. 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

MADNESS OCCASIONED BY POISON* 

Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow room; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust: 
I am a scriobled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up, 

Poison'd, — ill fare: — <lead, forsook, cast off: 
And none of you will bid the winter come. 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw; 
Nor let my. kingdom's rivers take their coarse 
Throudi my burn'd bosom j nor entreat the noztii 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips 
And comfort me with cold. 

ENGLiLND INVINCIBLE IF UNANIMOtfS* 

England never did (nor never shall) 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
A/ow these her princes are come home agaiil| 
Fome the three coTueia ot \\\<i viwV^vci ^xtcft^ 
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And we shall shock them: Nought sha^ nmkft us 

rae^ 
V England to itself do rest but true. 
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REFUTATION* 

THE purest treasure mortal times affordi 
b— spotless reputation; that. away, 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 

COWARDICE. 

That which in mean men we entitle — ^patieneei n 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

CONSOLATION UNDER BANISHMENT. 

All places that the eye of heaven visits, 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens; 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus; 
There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not, the king did banish thee; i 

But thou the king: Wo doth the heavier sit, 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 
Go, say — 1 sent thee forth to purchase honoUTi 
And not — the king exil'd thee : or suppose, 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 
And thou art flying to a fresher clime. 
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou com^. 
Suppose the singing birds, musicians; 
The grass whereon thou tread'st, the presence* 

strew'd; 
The flowers, fair ladies; and thy steps, no more 
Than a delightful measure, or a dance* 
For gnarlingt sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and sets it \\^V.. 

^FteaeDce chamber at court. \ GtONvVakf^ 
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.' TM9V9Mf^ IH^FSCTUAX. TO ICODBRATB , . ! ' 

AFFLICTION. 

0, who can hold a fire in his hand, 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of apoetite 
By bare imagination oi a feast r 
Or wallow naked' in December snow, 
By thinking on fantastic summer's heat? 
O, no ! the apprehension of the good, 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse: 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more, 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

POPULARITY. 

Ourself, and Bushy, Basot here, and Green, 
Observ'd his courtship to the common people:— 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts. 
With humble and familiar courtesy; 
What reverence he did throw away on slaves; 
Wooing poor craflsmen, with the craft of smiles. 
And patient underbearing of his fortune, 
As ?twere, to banish their affects with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster wenchj 
A brace of draymen bid— bod speed him well, 

#d had the tribute of his supple knee, 
ith — Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends ^^ 
As were our England in reversion his, 
And he our subjects' next degree in hope. 

ACT II. 

ENGLAND PATHETICALLY DESCRIBED. 

This royal throne of kings, this sceptred isle« 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, de mi-paradise; 
ll)i$ fortress, built by nature for herself. 
Against infection, and the hand of war; 
This hapj>y breed of men, this little world: ' 

This precious stone set in the silver sefa, 
Which serves it in the office of a wall. 
Or as a moat defensive to Qi.Vi»M%^v 

'- m m. ^ «• » 
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England, bound in with tht triumphant sea^ ' '"I 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with ^^ame| 
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds: 
That England, that was wont to conquer otherSi 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

^ GRIEF. 

MAch substance of a ^rief hath twenty shadowSf 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so: 
For sorrow's eye, glaz'd with blinding tears. 
Divides one thing entire to many objects; 
Like perspectives,* which, rightly gaz'd upon* 
Show nothing but confusion; ey 'a awry, 
Distinguish form. 

HOPE DECEITFUL. 

I will despair, an4 be at enmity 
With cozening hope; he is a flatterer, 
Aparasite, a keeper-back of death, 
Wno gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

PROGNOSTICS OF WAR. 

The bay-trees in our country are all wither'd. 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven;- 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, 
And lean-look'd prophets whisper fearful change: • 
Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap. 



ACT iii:^ 

APOSTROPHE TO ENGLAND. 

As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears^ and smiles in meeting 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth. 
And do thee favour with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav'nous sense i 
fint let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 

And bearf-gaited toads, lie in tWvt YJ^V* 
ID ' •Pictures- 
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Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, 
Whidi with usurping steps do trample thee. 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies: 
And when they from th jr. bosom pluck a floweri 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder; 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal toudi 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies.— 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords; 
This earth shall hare a feeling, and these stonef 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms. 

SUN RISING AFTER A DARK NIGHT. 

Know'st thou not. 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world. 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseeOf 
In murders, and in outrage, bkody here; 
But when, from under this terrestrial ball. 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins. 
The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backi 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves^ 

YANITT OF POWER AND MISERY OF KINGS. 

No matter where; of comfort no man speak: 
LfCt's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 
Let's choose executors, and talk of wills: 
And yet not so, — ^for what can we bequeath. 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground? 
Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke% 
And nothing can we call our own, but death; 
And that small model of the barren earth, 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's sake, let us sit upon the ground. 
And tell sad stories of the death of kin^r — 
How some have been depos'd, some slain in war; ' 
Some haunted by t\ie ^\io^VX!a^ Vvr^ ^yx&'d*^ 
Some^ ]K>i8on'd by tlieir mve^^ «otaft ^^^^vw^V^^ 
All murder'd:— ^OT viVWivw W^VoYww s*w«\3l 
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That rounds^ the mortal temples of a kiti^, 

Keeps death his cQurt: and there the antic sits. 

Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp; 

Allowing him a hreath, a little scene, 

To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 

Infusing him with self and vain conceit,— 

As if this flesh, which walls about our life, 

Were brass impregnable: and humour'd thus. 

Comes at the last, and with a little pin 

Bores through his castle wall, and — ^farewell king* 

Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 

With solemn reverence; throw away respect, 

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 

For you have but mistook' me all this while : 

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 

Need friends: — Subjected thus. 

How can you say to me— I am a king? 

ACT V. 

MELANCHOLY STORIES. 

In winter's tedious nights, sit by the fire 
With good old folks; and let them tell thee tales 
Of woful ages, long ago betid :* 
And ere thou bid good night, to quitf their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, * 
And send the hearers weeping to their beds 

PUBLIC ENTRY. 

York, Then, as I said, the duke, great Boling« 
broke, — 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 
Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know, — 
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course, 
While all tongues cried — God save thee, Bolingt 

broke ! 
Tou would' have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage : and that all the waHs, 
With panted imagery, ^ had said a.\, otic^^ — 

* Passed. -^ Be evetv \v\V\\ ^««i 

Tartestry bung from the windows. 
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iesu preserve thee! welcome, BoUpgbroke! 
Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
Bespake them thus, — 1 thank you, countrymen. 
Ana thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 
Duch. Alas, poor Richard 1 where rides he the 

while? 
York, As in a theatre, the eyes of men. 
After a well-grac'd actor leaves the stage. 
Are idly bent* on liim that enters next. 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 
. Even so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried,God save him; 
No joyful tongue gave him' his welcome home: 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head; 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, — 
His face still combating with tears and smiles^ 
The badges of his grief and patience, — 
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steePd 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have meltedf 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 

VIOLETS. 

. Who are the violets now, 

Thit strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 

A SOLILOQUY IN PRISON. 

I have been studying how I may compare 
This prison, where I live, unto the world: 
And, for because the world is populous. 
And here is not a creature but myself, 
I cannot do it; — ^Yet I'll hammer it out. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my soul; ' 

My soul, the father: and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, 
And these same thoughts people this little worldf 
In humors, like the people of this world. 
For no thought is contented. 

» # » » « 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves,— 
That they are not the ^is\. o^ lQ^\Miv«i'%sU.ves^ 

♦ Carelessly turned. ^ ^Ns ovr[i\«A5 



Nor shall not be the last; like siUy beggars, 
Who, sitting in the stocks refuge their shamei— 
That manj have, and others must sit there: 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endur'd the like, 
Thus play I, in one person, many people, 
And none contented: Sometimes am I king; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar^ 
And so I am: Then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a Icing; 
Then I am king'd again: and byand-by. 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 
And straight am nothing: — But, whate'er 1 am. 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 
With nothing shall be pleas'd, till he be eas*d 
With being nothing. 



KING HENRY IV. 

PART I. 



ACT I. 

PEACE AFTER CIVIL WAR. 

SO shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to paint, 
And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in strands* afar remote. 
No more the thirsty Erinnysf of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children's bloo^i 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruise her flow'rets with the armed hooh 
Of hostile paces: those opposed eyes. 
Which, — ^like the meteors of a troubled heaven. 
All of one nature, of one substance bred . 
Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery. 
Shall now, in mutual, well-beseeming ranks» 

* Strands, banks of the sea. 
i The fary of d^cox^ 

10» 



\ik BEAUTIES OF SHAKlS^EARE. 

'March zXi one way; and be no more oppos'd 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies: 
The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife. 
No more shall cut his, master. 

KING henry's character OF PERCY, AND 07 
HIS SON PRINCE HENRT. 

Yea, there thou mak'st me- sad, and mak'st me s 
In envy that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so bless'd a son . 
A son, who is the theme of honour's tongue; 
Amongst a grove, <^he very straightest plant; 
Who is sweet fortune's minion, and her pride; 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him. 
See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. 

PRINCE henry's S0LIL0Q.UY. 

I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyot'd humour of yo^r idleness: 
Yet herein will I imitate the sun; 
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world. 
That, when he please again to bo himself, 
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours that did seem to strangle him. 
If all the year were playing holidays, 
To sport would be as tedious as to work; 
But, when they seldom come, they wish'd-for com< 
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 
So, when this loose behaviour I throw off. 
And pay the debt I never promised, 
By how much better than my word I am. 
By so much shall I falsify men's hopes;* 
And, like bright metal on a suUenf ground. 
My reformation, glittering o'er my mult. 
Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyeS| 
Than that which hath no foil to set it off. 
I'Ji so offend, to make offence a skill; 
iledeeming time, wYieii m&ii Wik'eLk Uast I wilL 

* Expectationa. \t>\s5\. 
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hotspur's description of a finical COUkTIKm. 

Bat, I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword. 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd, 
Fresh as a bridegroom: and his chin new reapM^ 
Show'd like a st^bble-land at harvest home; 
He was perfumed like a milliner; 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box,* which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took't away again; — 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came therei 
Took it in snuff: — and still he smil'd, and talk'd; 
And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 
He call'd them — untaught knaves, unmannerly. 
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 
With many holiday and lady terms 
He questioned me; among the rest demanded 
My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf, 
I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold. 
To be so pester'd with a popinjay ,t 
Out of my griefj and my impatience, 
Answer'd neglectingly, I know not what; . 
He should, or he should not; — for he made me mad, 
To see him shine so brisk, and jsmell so sweet. 
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman. 
Of guns, and driims, and wounds, (God save thn 

mark !) 
And telling me, the sovereign^st thing on earth 
Was permaceti, for an inward bruise; 
And tnat it was great pity, so it was. 
That villanous salt-petre should be diegM 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth, 
Which many a good tall§ fellow had destroyed 
So cowardly; and, but for these vile guns. 
He would himself have been a soldier. 

* A small box for mask or other perfumes, 
t Parrot. j;Pain. §Bfay«, 
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DANGER. 

I'll read yoa matter deep and dangerous; 
As full of peril, and advent'rous spirit, 
As to o'er walk a current, roaring loud, 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

HONOUR. 

Bj heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd mo 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 
Where fathom-line could never touch the grou 
And pluck up downward honour by the locks; 
So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wei 
Without corrival,* all her dignities: 
But out upon this half-fac'd fellowship If 

ACT II. 

LADY Percy's pathetic speech to her uvsi 

O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I, this fortnight, been 
A banish'd woman from my Harry's bed? 
Tell me, sweet lord, what is't that takes from t 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth 
And start so often when thou sit'st alone ? 
Why hak thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheel 
And given my treasures, and my rights of thee, 
To thick-ey 'a musing, and curs'd melancholy? 
In thy faint slumbers, I by thee have watch'd, 
And neard thee murmur tales of iron wars': 
Speak terms pf manage to thy bounding steed: 
Cry, Courage! — to the field! And thou hast tali 
Of sallies, and retires; of trenches, tents, 
Of pallisadoes, frontiers, parapets; 
Of oasilisks, of cannon, culvftrinj 
Of prisoners ransom, and of soldiers slain, 
And all the 'currents^ of a heady fight. 
Thy spirit within thee Jbath been so at war, 
And tnus hath sa^>e%V\TT^^l\x«^ in thy sleepi 

♦A rival, ^"Ft«iA"^V X^^xsmsann 



»eads* of sweat have stood, upon tby hmWy 

ubbles in a late disturbed stream; 

I thy face strange motions have appear'd, 

is we see when men restrain their oreath 

ae great sudden haste. O, what portents are 

these? 

iieavy business hath my lord in hand, 

must know it^ else he loves me not. 



ACT III. 

PRODIGIES RIDICITLED. 

nnot blame him: at my nativity 
•ont of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 
•ning cressetsjt and, at my birth, 
*ame and huge foundation of the earth 
1 like a coward. 

Why, so it would have done 
: same season, if your mother's cat had 
ittcn'd, though yourself had ne'er been born. 

jed nature oftentimes breaks forth 

mge eruptions; oft the teeming earth 

[i a kind of cholic pinch'd and vex'd 

5 imprisoning of unruly wind 

n her womb, which, wr enlargement strivingi 

8 the old beldame earth, and topples^ down 

Ics and moss-grown towers. 

ON MISERABLE RHYMERS. 

pry, and I am glad of it with all my heart' 

rather be a kitten, and cry — mew, 

one of these same metre ballad-mongers: 

rather hear a brazen canstick§ turn'd, 

iry wheel grate on an axletree; 

hat would set my teeth nothing on edge, 

ghta set cross ways upon beacons, and «A&^ >K^ASW 
which were used in processions, Sec. 
vlfh0,c f ' § Candl««tick. 
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Nothing 80 much as mincing poetry; 
Tis like the forc'd gait of a snuffling nag. 

FUNCTUALITT IN BARGAINS. 

V\i give thrice so much land 
To any well-deserving friend; 
But, in the way of bargain, mark je me, 
I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

A HUSBAND SUNG TO SLEEP BT BIS WIFB. 

She bids you 
Upon the wanton rushes lay you down. 
And rest your gentle head upon her lap. 
And she will sins the song that pleasetn you^ 
And on your eyelids crown the ^od of sleep, 
Charming your blood with pleasmg heaviness: 
Making such difference 'twixt wake and sleep. 
As is the difference 'twixt day and night, 
The hour before the heavenly-harness'd team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

KING henry's PATHETIC ADDRESS TO HIS SON 

Had I so lavish of my presence been. 
So common-hackney'd m the eyes of men, 
So stale and cheap to vulgar company : 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown. 
Had still ke{>t loyal to possession;* 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 
A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 
By being seldom seen, -I could not stir, 
But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at: 
That men would tell their children, Thi8 is he; 
Others would say, — Where! — which is Bolingbrokcl 
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 
And dress'd myself in such humility, 
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouthSf 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my person fresh, and new; 
Mj presence, like a loVs^ ^owlx^^^l^ 

♦ True to him that Vi«A lYwft \««a»«aoxi ^1 'CtA ^srm^ 
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Ne'er seen, but wonder'd at: and so my statej 

Seldom, but sumptuoas, showed like a feast; 

And won, by rareness, such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 

With shallow jesters, and rash bavin* wits, 

Soon kindled, and soon burn'd: carded his state; 

Mingled his royalty with capering fools; 

Had nis great name profaned with their scorns 

And gave his countenance against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 

Of every beardless vain comparative if 

Grew a companion to the common streets, 

Enfeoff 'd^ himself to popularity: 

That being daily swaliow'd j|)y men's eyes, 

They surfeited with honey; and began 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 

More than a little is by much too much 

So, when he had occasion to be seen, 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded; seen, but with such eyes, 

As, sick and blunted with community. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-)ike majesty 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes: 

Bat rather drowz'd, and hung their eyelids down« 

Slept in his face, and render '3 such aspect 

As cloudj men use to their adversaries; 

Being with his presence glutted, gorg'd and full, 

PRIKCE HBNRT'S modest DEFENCE OF HIMSSLF 

God forgive them, that have so much sway'd 

Your majesty's good thoughts away from me' 

I will redeem all this on Percy's head. 

And, in the closing of some glorious day. 

Be lx)ld to tell you, that I am your son; 

When I will wear a garment all of blood. 

And stain my favours in a bloody mask. 

Which, wash'd away, shall scour my shame with i^ 

And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights, 

That this same child of honour and reivoviTi) 

^hii gallant Hotspur, this alUpraised W\^\.) 

^BruBbwood. fRivaL tVonm»&%« 



And your pntbougbt-orikurry) chance; to meels 
For every ^Qpar sitting on nis helm, ^ 
'Would they were multitudes; &nd on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will eome 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 
To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 
And I will call him to so strict account. 
That he shall render every glory up. 
Yea, even the slightest worship of his time. 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart 
This, in the name of God, I premise here: 
The which, if he be ];)lea&'d I shall perform, ' 
I do beseech your majesty, may salve 
The kingrgrown wounds of my intemperance* 
If not, the end of life cancels all bands;* 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 
Ere break the smallest parcelf of this vow, 

ACT IV. 

A GALLANT WARRIOR 

Tsaw young Harry, — with his beaver on, 
His cuissest on his thighs, gallantly arm'd,— 
Rise from the ground like feat her 'd Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 
As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds. 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 
And^tch§the wt>rld with noble horsemanship. 

hotspur's impatience for the BATTUe 
Let them come; 
They come like sacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war. 
All not, and bleeding, will we offer them 
1 he mailed Mars shall on his altar sit, 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire. 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh, 
And yet not ours: — Come, let me take my hoiSBt 

*Bonds. VPaiU %KxisMwa ^ 

§ Bewitch, charm. 
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Who is to bear me, like a thimderboit, 
Against the jbosotn of the prince of Wales; ^ 
Harry to Harry shall; hot horse to horse. 
Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corse^* 
0, that Glendower were come ' 



ACT V. 

PRINCE^ henry's modest CBALUSITGB. 

Tell yodmephew, 
The prince of Wales doth join with all the WorM 
In praise of Henry Percy: "By my hopes, — 
This present enterprise set off his head,— 
I do 'Dot think a braver gentleman, 
More active-valiant, or more valiant-young, 
More daring, or moj*e bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. ' 

For my part I may speak it to my shame, ^ 

I have a truant been to chivalrv , 
And so, I hear, he doth account me too: 
Yet this before my father's majesty,— 
I am conjkent, that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation, 
And will, to save the blood on either side, 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

palStapf's catechism. 

• Well, 'tis no matter: Honour pricks me on. Yea, 
but how if honour prick me off when I come on ' 
how then? Can honour set to a- leg? No. Or an. 
arm? No. Or take away the grief or a wound? No. 
Honour hath no skill in surgery then ? No. What 
is honoui^.^ A word. What is in that word ? Honoiir* 
What is that honour? Air. A trim reckoning t— • 
Who hath it? He that died, o* Wednesday. Doth he 
feel it? No. ' Doth he hear it ? No. Isit insen^bl^ 
then ? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live with the 
living? "So-J Why? Detraction will not suffer it>^' 
therefore I'll none of it. Honour is a mere eseiitJ 
cheon,* 4i^d so ends my catechism. ' : , * 

'^Pimt0d heraldry iti fori^tliU. ' ^- * 
II 
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LIFE DEMANDS ACTION. 

O gentlemen, the time of life is short; 
To spend that shortness basely were too long. 
If life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 

PRINCE henry's pathetic SPEECH OH TBM 
DEATH OF HOTSPUR. 

Brave Percy, fare thee well, 
m weav'd amoition, how much art thoa shrank ! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound; 
But now, two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough: — This earth, that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 
If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 
I should not make so dear a show of zeal: 
But let my favours* hide thy mangled face; 
And even, in thy behalf, I'll thank myself 
For doing thee these fair rites of tenderness. 
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven^ 
Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave. 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph ! 



KING HENRY IV. 

PART II. 

Induction. 

RUMOUR. 

I, FROM the orient to the drooping west, 
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth: 
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride; 
The which in every language I pronounce, 
Stuffing the ears of men ,witn false reports. 
I speak of peace, while covert enmity, 
CJnder the smile oi saCeV^ ^ y)o\xtl^ VV^^ vc^Tli 
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Make feaiibl musters^ and preparM defence; 

Whilst the bie year, swblb with some other giiej^ 

Is thought with child by the stern tyrant war, 

And no^uch matter? Rumour is a pipe 

Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures; 

And of so easy and so plain a stop, 

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads, 

The still-discordant wavering multitude 

Can play upon it. 

ACTi 

CONTENTIOK. 

Contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke looMi 
And bears down all before him. 

POST MESSENGER. 

After him, came, spurring hard, 
A gentleman almost lorespent* with speed. 
That stopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horse. 
He ask'd the way to Chester j and of him 
1 did demand, what news from Shrewsbury. 
He told me, that rebellion had bad luck. 
And that young Harrjyr Percy's spur was cold; 
With that, he gave his able horse the head. 
And, bending forward, struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
^Pto the rowel-head; and, starting so. 
He seem'd in running to devour the way. 
Staying no longer question* 

MESSENGER WITH ILL NEWS. 

Phis man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 
foretells the nature of a tragic volume: 
So looks the strand, whereon the imperious flood 

Hath left a witness'd usurpation. t 

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
^8 apter than thy tongue to tell th^r errand. 
Blvei) such a man, so faint, so spm\\e«i&) 

* Exhausted. t An attestation ot \V»twi«4l^ 
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So dull, 80 clHd In look, so^wq^b^^^, * 

Drew Pri«jaa^s curtain in the dead of night, * 
And would have told him^ half his Troy, wti 

burn'd. — 
I see a strange confession in thine eye, ^ 

Thou shak'st thv head, and hold'st it fear, or suk 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so: 
The tongue ofifends^not that reports nis death; 
And he doth sin that does belie the dead; 
Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 
Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office; and his tongue 
*^ounds ever after as a sullen bell, 
Remember'd knolling a departing friend. 

GREATER GRIEFS DESTROY THE LESS. , 

. As the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints, 
Like strengthless hinges buckle under life. 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of nis keeper's arms; even so my limbs, 
Weakened with grief, being now enrag'd with grief 
Are tUrice themselves: hence therefore, thou nice* 

crutch; 
A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 
Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly quoif.* 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head. 
Which princes, flesh'd with conquest, aim to hit 
Now bind my brows with iron; and approach 
The ragged'st hour that time and spite dare bring, 
To frown upon the enrag'd Northumberland! 
Let heaven kiss earth ! Now let not nature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confin'd! let order die! 
And let this world no longer be a stage, 
To feed contention in a lingering act; 
But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 
And darkness be the burier of the dead. . , 

THE FICKLENESS OF THE VULGAR. 

An habitation ^^ddv and unsure 
Hath he, that buMeui otv V\vfe Nvi\%^x\ittw?u 

• Trifling. ^ ^^^* 
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(faou fond many !* \fiih vfhtit loud implause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing jooUngbroke^ 
Bnore he was what thou would'st have him be? , 
And being now triram'dt in thine own desires^ « 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 
That thou proyok'st thyself to cast him up. 

ACT III. 

APOSTRQPHB TO SLEEP. 

Sleepj gentle sleep, 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more v/ilt weigh my eyelids down, 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness? 
Whj rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs. 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 
Andhush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumScir 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great. 
Under the canopies of costlv state, ; 

And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melody. 
Othou dull god, why liest thou with the vile. 
In loathsome beds; and leav'st the kingly couch, 
A watch-case, or a common 'laurum bell? 
^iltthou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the ruae imperious surge; 
And in the visitation of the winds, 
Who take the ruffian billows by the top. 
Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf'nin^ clamours in the slippery cloudsi 
That, with the hurly,J death itself awakes? 
Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy, in an hour so rude; 
And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 
With all appliances, and means to boot, 
"Cny it to a king? . 

♦Multitude. t Dressed. tNoiw 
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AjCT IV, 

TmCB^RikOTfia OF KIMO HENST Y. 6T Ht8 FATHIE 

He is gracious, if he be observ'd;* 
He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day formeiting charity: 
Yet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he's flint; 
As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 
His temper, therefore, must be well observed: 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently. 
When you perceive his blood inclined to mirth: 
But, being moody, give him line and scope; 
Till tj^at his passions, like a whale on ground. 
Confound themselves with working. 

ON FORTUNE.- 

Will fortune never come with both hands full 
But write her fair words still in foulest letters? 
She either gives a stomach, and no food, — 
Siich are the poor, in health; or else a feast, 
And takes away the stomach, — such are the richy 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

REFLECTIONS ON A CROWN. 

polish'd perturbation! golden care! 
That keep'st the portsf of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night!— sleep with it now! 
Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet. 
As he, whose brow, with homely bigginf bound. 
Shores out the watch of night. O majesty I 
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 
That scalds with safety. 

REFLECTIONS ON GOLD. 

How quickly nature fails into revolt, 
When gold becomes her object ! 
For this the foolish over^car^ful fathers 

•Has an attention ahovfw VvVm.. 
f Gatea. % Ca^. ^ 
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fiave broke their sleep witb t1]tonghts, ^eir 

with care. 
Their bones with industry; 
For this they have engrossed and piled up 
The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises: 
When, like the bee, tolling* from every flower 
The virtuous sweets; 

Our thighs pack'd with wax, our mouths with honeji 
We bring it to the hive; and, like tbe bees, 
Are murdered for our pains. 

SCENE BETWEEN PRINCE HENRY AND HIS FATHER* 

Come hither to me, Harry : — 
Depart the chamber, Ica^ve us here alon^. 

A lien. I never thought to hear you speak again. 

K, Hen, Thy wish was farther, Harry, to that 
thought : 
i stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair. 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honovtra 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth ! 
Thou seek'st the greatness that will overwhelm thee 
Stay but a little^ for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind. 
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. ? 

Thou hast stol'n that, which, after some few hoan» 
Were thine without offence: and, at my death, 
Thou hast seal'd up my expectation. t 
Thy life did manifest, thou lov^dst me not, > 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. \ 

Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts: 
Whicli thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, r 

To stab at half an hour of my life. 
What! canst thou not forbear me half an ^oyir? 
Then get thee gone; and dig my grave thyself 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear, 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that should bedew my hear9< v 

*Taiiihg toU, i Confirmed mif o^VcoiMk 
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dkr,4^)|i»of.ba]m,to8aiietifythybemd: ' - 

Only componnd me with forgotten dittt; 
Give that, whicl gave thee hfe, unto the worms. 
Pluck down. my officers, break my decrees; 
For n6ir a time is come to mock at form, 
Harry the fifth is crown'd:— Up, ranity f 
Down, royal state ! all yod sage counsellors, hence 
And to the English court assemble now, 
From every region, apes of icUeness* 
. NoW| neighbour confines, purge you of ^our of senil 
Have you a ruffian, that will swear, drink, dancej 
Revel the night; rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest Idnd of ways? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more; • 

England shall double gild bis treble guilt; 
Englan^d shall give him office, honour, mi^ht: 
For the fifth Hlirry from curb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent. 
my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows! 
When that my care could not withhold thy riots. 
What wilt thcrti do, when riot is thy carer 
0, thou wilt be a wilderness again, 
'Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants ! 

P. Hen. O, pardon me, my liege ? but for my tears, 

[Kneelif^. 
The moist impediments unto my speech, 
IHad forestall^ this dear and deep rebuke. 
Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown 
And He that wears the crown immortally. 
Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more. 
Than as your honour, and as your renown. 
Let me no more from this obedience rise, 
(Which n^y most true and inward-duteous spirit 
Teacheth) this prostrate and exterior bending! 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came m, 
And found no course of breath within your majestyi 
How cold it struck my Vie^iTtl if I do fet^n, 
O, let me in my pteseuX. vii\^xvt?a ^\t\ ' 

And nevga^Mffb t«. Aflw .\3iM&.\^c.xt^\s\^^ - 



The noble, ehanl^ ih^t I latTt purposed t , ' "U 

Coming to look Onyoti, thinking }|bu <1ead, ,' 

(And dead sdmost, my liege, to think you were,) ; j 

(spake unto the crown as having «ense, i 

And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending'^ •*. 

Ei$k fid upon the body of tny father; 

Therefore, thou best of gold, art worst of gold, • 

Other, less fine in carat,* is more precious, 

Praeir^mg life in medicine pot(Aie:\ 

But ihou,most\fine, most honoured, most renow^^d^ ' f 

ito emt iky bearer up. Thus, my most royal Megei \ 

Accusing it, I put it on my head; 

To try mth It, — as with an enemy, ? 

That nad biefore my face murder'd my father^ - 

The ouari^l of a tirue inheritor. 

But ilit did infect my blood with joy, . 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride; ' 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 

Did with the least affection of a wdcoOie, 

Give entertainment to the might oi it. 

Let God for ever keep it from my headJ 

And make me as the poorest vassal is, :// 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it I 

K. Hen, my son ! 
Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence, i . 
That thou might'st win the more thy father'^ lorey \ 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it. 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed; ■■ ■^^ 
And hear, I think, the very latest counsel : 
That ever I shall breathe. Heaven knowSi txy ■§% ; 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook'd 'waysi ; ; 
I met tHis crown ; and I myself know well, , , > 

How troublesome it sat upon my head; 
To thee it shall descend v/ith better quiet, 
Better opinion, better confirmation; 
For all tne soilt of the achievement goes :^. 

With me into the earth. It s6emM in me, , . , , 
Bat as an honour snatchM with boisterous hand: ,^ 
And I had many living to upbraid ' 

M/^n o/* it by their assistances*, 

^Weigbt t To betaken. %^^\.^^a!C .vs.^ 
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Which ^aily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed. 
Wounding supposefl peace: all these bold fearSi 
Thou see'st, with penl 1 have answered : 
For all my reign hath been but as a scene 
Acting that argument; and now my death 
Changes the mode :t for what in me was purchas'd4 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort; 
So thou the garland wear'st successiyely. 
Yet, though thou stand's! more sure than T could ds 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefe are green; 
And all thy friends, nvhich thou must make th] 

friends, 
Have but their stin^ and teeth newly ta'en out; 
By whose fell working I was first adyanc'd. 
And by whos^ power I well might lodge a fear 
To be again displaced; which to avoid, 
I cut them ofi*; and had a purpose now . 
To lead out many to the Holy Land; 
Lest rest, and lyi^g still, mip;ht make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels; that action, hence borne out 
May waste the memory of the former days. 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so, 
That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, God, forgive! 
And grant it may with thee in true peace live! 

P. Hen. My gracious liege. 
You won it, wore it, kept, gave it me; 
TheA plaid, and right must my possession be; 
Which I, with more thanVith a common pain, 
'Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

ACT V 

ADDSE88 OF THE CHIEF JUSTICE TO KING HENBT^ 
WHOM HE HAD IMPRISONED. 

If the deed were ill, 
Be jou contented, wearing now the gar1and,§ 

•Frights. ^ SUlft ot >iJKffi^» 

t Purchase, in SViukspeai©, Vt^c^c^xXi xsa^sa \\^ 
(goodt. * • ^ Ctovm* 
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ve a son set your decrees at naught; 

ick down justice from your awful bench: 

p the course of law, and blunt the swora 

guards the peace and safety of your person; 

more; to spurn at your most royal image, 

lock your workings in a second body.* 

ion your royal thoughts^ make the case joUTt* 

w the father, and propose a son; 

your own dignity so much profan'd, 

»ur most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 

i yourself so by a son disdained; 

iien imagine me taking your part, 

n your power, soft silencing your son. 
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CHORUS. 



INVOCATION TO THE MUSE. 

F^OR a muse of fire, that would ascend 
rightest heaven of invention ! 
;dom for a stage, princes to act, 
lonarchs to behola the swelling scene! 
should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
e the port of Mars; and, at his heels, 
d in like hounds, should famine, sword, and fir« 
1 for employment. 

ACT I. 

CONSIDERATION. 

dderation like an angel camey 

hippM the oflTending Adam out of him: 

g nis body as a paradise, 

'^elop and contain celestial spirits. 

PERPECTIONg OF KINO PIENRT V. 

r him but reason in divinity, 
ll-admiring, with an inward wish 
9uld desire the king were made a prelate! 
im debate of commonwea\V\i ^%'dLVC«> 

It with contempt your &c\b qilac^X^^ V| ^^ 
ive. / 
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Yon would pay, — ^it had been all-in-all his studj. 
List* hL) discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render'd you in music: 
Turn him to any cause of policy, . 
The G.ordian knot of it he will unloose. 
Familiar as his garter; that when he speaks, 
The air, a charter'd libertine, is still. 
And the mute wonder iurketh in men's ears, 
To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences. 

THE COMMONWE^ALTH OF BEES. 

So work the honey bees; 
Creatures, that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 
They have a king, and officers of sorts :t 
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home; 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 
Make boot upon the summer's velvet bud*?; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor: 
Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold; 
The civuj citizens kneading up the honey; 
The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrrow gate; 
The sad-ey'd justice, with his sfirly hum, 
Delivering o^er to the executors§ pale 
The lazy yawning drone. 

ACT II. 
CHORUS. 

WARLIKE SPIRIT. 

Now all the youth of England are on fire. 
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies; 
Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man : 
They sell the pasture now, to buy the-horse; 
Following the mitroT of i\V CVwcvstlan kings, 

* Listen to. \\>v^etftTv\.^'&\greftv 

i Sober, grave. ^IL-x^caVwaei^* 



KING HENRY Y. lit 

winged heels, as £njglish Mercuries. 
}w sits Expectation m the air; 
ides a sword, from hilts unto the pointi 
crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets, 
s'd to Harry, and his followers. 

APOSTROPHE TO ENGLAND. 

ingland! — model to thy inward greatness, 

ittle hody with a mighty heart, — 

might'st thou do, that honour would thee do 

all thy children kind and natural! 

e thy fault! France hath in thee found out 

; of hollow bosoms, which he* fills 

treacherous crowns. 

FALSE APPEARANCES. 

low hast thou with jealousy infected 

iveetness of affiance! Show men dutiful? 

SO didst thou : Seem they grave and learned? 

so didst thou: Come they of noble family? 

SO didst thou: Seem they religious? 

so didsi thou: Or are they spare in diet; 

rom gross passion, or of mirtn, or anger; 

int in spirit, not swerving with the blood; 

jh'd and deck'd in modest complement;! 

orking with the eye, without the ear, 

»ut in purged judgment, trusting neitherf 

and so finely Dolted,j: didst thou seem: 

ms thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

irk the full-fraught man, and best indued,^ 

some suspicion. 

aUICKLY'S ACCOUNT OF FALSTAPP'S DEATH. 

nade a finer end, and went away, an it bad 
tiy ch~ristom|| child; 'a parted even just between 
and one, e'en at turning o' the tide; for after 
him fumble with the sheets, and play 'with 
;, and smile upon his fingers' ends, I knew 
yas but one way; for his nose was as sharp as a 

'. The king of France, t Accom'^\\%\nsk<«Qiu 

hild not more than & montVi oVd. 
12 
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pen, and 'a babbled of green fields. How now, &^ 
John? quoth I: what, man! be of good cheer. So 
cried out — God, God, God ! three or four times: now j> 
to comfort him, bid him, 'a should not think of God; 
I hoped there was no need to trouble himself with 
anj such thoughts yet: So, 'a bade me lay more 
clothes on his feet: I put my hand into the bed, an4 
felt them, and they were as cold as any stone. 

EING henry's character BT THE CONSTABLE Of 

FRANCE. 

You are too much mistaken in this king: 
Question your grace the late ambassadors, — 
With what great state he heard their embassy^ 
How well supplied with noble counsellors» 
How modest in exception,* and withal, 
How terrible in constant resolution, — 
And you shall find his vanities fprespentf 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly; 
As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall first spring, and be most delicate. 



ACT III. 
CHORUS. 

DESCRIPTION OF A FLEET* SETTING SAIL* 

Suppose that you have seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phcebus fanningi 
Play with your fancies; and in them behold, 
Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys climbing: 
Hear the shrill whistle, whicn doth Drder give 
To sounds confus'd; behold the threaden sails, 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind. 
Draw the huge bottoms through the mrrow'd scAi 
Breasting th^ lofty surge. 

• In making objectiona. ^'^^K.^i^^^iiaasfl^i^ 
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ACT IV, 

CHORUS. 



• 



DESCRIPTION OF NIGHT IN A CAMP* 

From camp to camp, through the foul womV 
of night, 
1 he hum of either army stilly* sounds. 
That the fix'd sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other's watck: 
Pire answers fire, and though their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other's umber'df face: 
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs » 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents, 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 
With busy hammers closing rivets up. 
Give dreadful note of preparation. 
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll. 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 
The confident and over-lustyj French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice; 
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night. 
Who, like a foul and u^ly witch, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemnea Englbb, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger; and their gesture sad, 
investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin'd band. 
Walking from watch tc watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him cry — Praise and glory on his head! 
J'or forth he goes, and visits all his host; 
Bids them good morrow, with a modest smile; 
And calls them — brothers, friends, and countrymen 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 
How dread an armv hath enroundcd him; * 

* Gently, lowlv. 

f Di^colouTGd by the •^Icam of iVie fixea. 
tOver-^aucy, 
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Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night: 
But freshly looks, and, overbears attaint, 
With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty; 
That every wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his fooks: 
A largess universal, like the sun, 
His liberal eye doth give to every one, 
Thawing cold fear. 

£!frUer Ba^tes, CoyRT, and Williams. / 
Court Brother John Bates, is not that the morning 
which breaks yonder? 

Bates, I think it be: but we have no great cause to 
desire the approach of day. 

Will, We see yonder the beginning of the day, 
but I think, we shall never see the end of it. — ^Who 
goes there ? 

K, Hen. A friend. 

Will, Under what captain serve you? 

K, Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpmgham. 

WiU. A good old commander, and a most kind 
gentleman: [ pray you what thinks he of our estate? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, thit 
look to be washed off the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king? 

K. Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should. For, 
though I speak it to you, I think, the king is but a 
man, as I am: the violet smells to him, as it doth to 
me; the element shows to him, as it doth to me; all 
his senses have but human conditions:* his ceremo- 
nies laid by, in his nakedness he appears but a man: 
and though his aflfections are higher mounted than 
ours, yet when they stoop, they stoop with the like 
wings; therefore, when he sees reason of fears, as we 
3o, his fears, out of 'doubt, be of the same relish as 
ours are: Yet, in reason, no man should possess him 
with any appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it, 
should dishearten his army. 

Butes. He m^iy show what outward courage he 
will: but I beVievc, a.s co\^ ^ T\\^^\.^^''^C\^^\^fc <^<^\Lld 
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Irish himself in the Thames up to the neck; and so 1 
frould he were, and I by him, at all adventures, so 
we were quit here. 

K, Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience 
of the king; I think, he would not wish himself any 
where but where he is. 

Bates, Then, 'would he were here alone; so should 
he be sure to be ransomed, and many poor men's 
lires saved. 

K, Hen. I dare say, you love him not so ill, to wish 
him here, alone; howsoever you speak this, to feel 
other men's minds: Methinks, I could not die any 
where so contented, as in the king's company: his 
cause being just, and his quarrel honourable. 

WUl. Tnat's more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek afte^; for 
we know enough, if we know we are the king's sub- 
jects; if his cause be wrong, our obedience to the 
ling wipes the crime of it out of us. 

niU. But if the cause be not good, the king him- 
self hath a heavy reckoning to make; when allthose 
legs, and arms, and heads chopped off in a battle 
shall join together at the latter day,* and cry all — 
We died at such a place; some, swearing; some, cry- 
in» for a surgeon ; some, upon their wives left poor 
behind them; some, upon the debts they owe; some, 
upon their children rawlyf left. I am afeard there 
are few die well, that die in battle; for how can they 
charitably dispose of any thing, when blood is their 
argument? Now, if these men do not die well, it will 
be a black matter for the king that led them ta it; 
whom to disobey, were against all proportion of sub 
jectipn. . , 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent about 
merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the 
imputation of his wickedness, by your rule, should 
be imposed upon his father that sent him: or if a 
servant, under bis master's command, transporting 
a sum of money, be assailed by vobbevs, ^\vck ^\^ v^ 
ojan/ ir reconciled iniquities, yowm^^' vLAN\\\vt\i>asN 

*rhe last day, ihc day otWudgvuevit. \Sui\^'i^\s- 
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Dcss of the master the author of the servant's damni^ 
tion: — ^But this is not so: the king is not bound to 
answer the particular endings of his soldiers, the fa- 
ther of his son, nor the master of his servant; for 
they purpose not their death, when they purpose tl^eir 
services. Besides, there is no king, he nis cause ne- 
ver so spotless, if it come to the arbitrement of swords, 
can try it out with all unspotted soldiers. Some, pcr- 
adventure, have on them the guilt of premeditated 
and contrived murder; some, of beguiling virgins 
with the broken seals of perjury; some, making the 
wars their bulwark, that have before gored the 
gentle bosom of peace with pillage and robbery. Now, 
if these men have defeated the law, and outrun na- 
tive punishment,* though they can butstrip men, they 
have no wings to fly from God: war is nis beadle, 
war is his vengeance; so that here men are punish- 
ed, for before breach of the king's laws, in how the 
king's quarrel: where they feared the death, they 
have borne life away; and where they would be safe, 
they perish: Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the king guilty of their damnation, than he was be- 
fore guilty of those impieties for the which they arc 
now visited. Every subject's duty is the king's: but 
every subject's soul is his own. Therefore should 
every soldier in the wars do as every sick man in his 
bed, wash every mote out of his conscience; and dy- 
ing so, death is to him advantage; or not ciying, the 
time was blessedly lost, wherein such preparations 
was gained : and in him that escapes, it were not sin 
to think, that making God so free an offer, he let him 
outlive that day to see his greatness, and to teach 
others how they should prepare. / 

JVUl, 'Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill 
is upon his own head, the king is not to answer for it 

THE MISERIES OF ROYALTY. 

hard condition ! twin-born with greatness 
Subjected to the breath of every fool, 
Whose sense no mote can feel but his own wringing! 
WhsLt infinite heart's e^se m\3&\.Vvcvw^^xv^^'t^\.^ 

* i «. PunisbmeuV m iWxt tv?i\an^ tc^wcvXx^^. 
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That private men enjoy? 
And what have kings, that privates have not too 
Save ceremony, save general ceremony? 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou, that suffer'st more 
Of mortal griels, then do thy worshippers? 
What are thy rentd? what are thy comings-in? 

ceremony, show me but thy worth! 
What is the soul of adoration i* 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form^ 

Creating awe and fear in other men? 

Wherein thou art less hdppy being fear'd 

Than they in fearing. 

What drink'st thou oft, instead of homage feweet, 

But poison'd flattery ? 0, be siclc, great greatness. 

And bid thy ceremony give thee cure ! 

Think'st thou the fiery fever will go out 

With titles blown from adulation r 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending? 

Canst thou, when thou comman^'st the beggar's knecj 

Command the health of it! No, thou proud dream, 

That play'st so subtly with a king's repose; 

1 am a king, that find thee; and i know, 
*Tb not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball, 
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 
The enter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 
The farcedt title running fore the king. 
The throne he sits on, lior the tide of pomp. 
That beats upon the high shore of this world, 
No, not all these thrice gorgeous ceremony 
Not all these laid in bed majestical. 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave; 
Who, with a body nll'd, and vacant mind, # 
Gets him to rest, cramm'd with distressful bread; 
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell; 
But, like a lacky, from the rise to set, 
Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 

• " What is the real worth and intrinsic value of adora* 
tion?" 

t Farced is atufbd. The tumid puSTy \i^ea yiVOcw h«\a9^ 
« kuj^'M name ia introduced 
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Sleeps in Elysium; next daj, after dawn. 
Doth rise, and help Hyperion* to his horse; 
And follows so the ever-running year 
With profitable labour, to his grave : 
And, but for ceremonv, such a wretch, 
Winding up days with toil, and nights withsleep. 
Had the fore hand and 'vantage of a king. 

DESCRIPTION OF THE MISEIIABLE STATE OF TRl 

ENGLISH ARMT. 

Yon island's carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-favour'dly become the morning field: 
Their ragged curtainsf poorly are let loose, 
And our air shakes them passing scornfully. 
Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar'd host, 
And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps. 
Their horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks, 
With torch-staves in their hand: and the poor iadcs 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips; 
The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal:( bit 
Lies foul with chew'd grass still and motionless; 
And their executors, the knavish crows. 
Fly o'er them all, impatient for their hour* 

KING henry's SPEECH BEFORE THE BATTLE 07 JiGV^ 

COURT. 

' He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd. 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 
He, that shall live this day, and see old age, 
Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends. 
And say — ^to-morrow is Sscint Crispian : 
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 
And say, these wounds I had on Crispian's day 
Old men forget : yet all shall be forgot. 
But he'll remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day: Then shall our nameii 
Familiar in their mouths as household words^— ' ' 
Harry the king, Bedfotd^ ^wd Exeter, 

♦ The sun. ^ Co\o\»c%. %'«sft:^. 
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Wanvick and Talbot, Salisbury and Glbster,— 
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd. 

DESCRIPTiQN OF THE DUKE OF TORK'S 

DEATH. 

He srail'd me in the face, raught* me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, says, — Dear my lordf 
Commend my service to my sovereign. 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He thcew his wounded arm, and kiss'd^ his lips; 
And so, espous'd to death, with blood ha seal'd 
A testament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and sweet manner of it forc'd 
Those waters from me, which I would have' stoppM; 
But I had not so much of man in me. 
But all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gave me up to tears. 



ACT V. 

THE MISERIES OF WAR. 

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies: her hedges even-pleached,— 
Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair, 
Pat forth disordered twigs: her fallow leas 
The darnal, hemlock, and rank fumitory. 
Doth root upon; while that the coulterf rusts, 
That should deracinate J' such savagery: 
The even mead, that erst brought-sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
Conceives by idleness; and nothing teems. 
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs, ^ 
Losing both beauty and utility. 
And a« our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedgeiy 
Defective in th^ir natures, grow to wildness. 

* Reached. 

t Ploughshare. 

% To deracinate is to force up the roota. 
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KING HENRY VL 

PART I. 

ACT I. 

GLORT. 

GLORY is like a circle in the water, 
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself, 
Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought 



ACT V. 

MARRIAGE. 

Marriage is a matter of more worth 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship.* 

• • • • • 

For what is wedlock forced, but a hell, 
An age of discord and continual strife? 
Whereas the contrary bring;eth forth bliss. 
And is a pattern of celestial peace. 



KING HENRY VL 

PART II. 



ACT L 

A RESOLVED AND AMBITIOUS WOMAIT. 

FOLLOW I must, I cannot go before. 
While Gloster bears this base and humble mind 
» Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 
I would remove these tedious stumbling-blockii 
And* smooth my way upon their headless necks: 
And, being a woman, t will not be slack 
To play my part in foxlxiJitf^ ^^^^-wsX.^ 

* By the discteV.\on«\ ^t^gaxwci ^"t ^assJ^Mt 
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ACT II. 

god's tSOOONESS EVER TO BE REMEMBERED. 

Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass, 
it still remember what the Lord hath done. 

IE DUCHESS OF OLOSTER'S REMONSTRANCE TO HBI * 
HUSBAND WHEN DOING PENANCE. 

For, whilst I think I am thy married wife, 

id, thou a prince, protector of this land, 

ethiqks, I should not thus be led along, 

aiPd up in ghame,* with papers on my back; 

id followed with a rabble, that rejoice 

3 see my tears, and hear my deep-feltf groans, 

tietnithless flint doth cut my tender feet; 

id, when I start, the envious people laugh. I 

id bid me be advised how I tread. 



ACT III. 

SILENT RESENTMENT DEEPEST. 

Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep; 
ad in his simple show he harbours treason. 

A GUILTY COUNTENANCE. 

Upon thy eyeballs murderous tyranny 
U m grim majesty, to fright the world. 

DESCRIPTION OF A MURDERED PERSON, 

Sec, how the blood is settled in his face ! 
Jt have I seen a timely-parted ghost,^ 
'ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 
|ing all descended to the laoouring heart: 
ho, in the conflict that it holds with deatti, 
■tracts the same for aidance 'gainst the enemy, 
hich^with the heart there coots and ne'er returneth 
D blush and beautify the cheek again. 

* Wrapped up m disgrace; alluding to the sheet of 

nance. 

t Deep-fetched. 

\ A body become inanimate in iVve coxnntfycL c»vsr«A ^\ 

^are; to which violence has not bTOU^V ^Mxms^t^t^ 
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But, see, his face is blaek, and full of blood: 
His eyeballs farther out than when he liv'd, 
Staring full ghastly, like a strangled mant [glii%i 
His hair uprearM, his nostrils stretched with strog- 
His hands abroad displaj'd, as one that grasp'd 
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdu'd. 
Look on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking: 
His well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged, 
Like to the summer's corn by tempest iodg'd. 
It cannot be, but he was murdered here: 
The least of all these signs were probable^ 

A GOOD CONSCIENCE. 

What stronger breast-plate than a heart untainted. 
Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quarrel just; 
And ne but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is dorrupted. 

REMORSELESS HATRED. 

A plague upon them ! Wherefore should I corsa 
them? 
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 
I would invent as bitter-searching terms. 
As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd strongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many signs of deadly hate. 
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathsome cave: 
My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words? 
Mine eyes should sparkle like thd beaten flint: 
My hair be fix'd on end, as one distract: 
Ay, every joiiic should seem to curse and ban: 
And even now my burden'd heart would break. 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink! 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste! 
Their sweetest shade, a grove ^Cyprus trees! 
Their chiefest prospect, murdering basilisks! 
Their softest touch, as smart as lizards' stings' 
Their music, frightful as the serpent's hiss^ 
And bodins screech-owls make the concert full! 
AU the foul terrors in dark-seated hell. 

Now, by4he ground tWt\ wii>a^ws&?^ l^wa. 
WM could I curae avray «i mw\«t*ti \s[\^) 
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Though standing naked on a mountain top, 
Wliere biting cold would never let grass grow. 

PARTING LOVERS. 

And banished I am, if but from thee. ^ 

Go, speak not lo me; even now be gone. — 
0, go not yet! — Even thus two friends condemn'd 
.Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 
Lother a hundred times to part than die. 
Yet now farewell; and farewell life with thee! 

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 
'Tis not the lanil care for, wert thou hence; 
A wilderness is populous enough, 
So- Suffolk had thy heavenly company : 
For where thou art, there is the world itself, 
With every several pleasure in the world; 
And where thou art not, desolation. 

DYING WITH THE PERSON BELOVED PREFERABLE TO 

PARTING. 

If I depart from thee, I cannot live: 
And in thy sight to die, what were it else, 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap? 
Here could I breathe my soul into the ai^p, 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 
Dying with the mother's dug between its lijps. 

THE DEATH-BED HORRORS OF A GUILTY CONSCIENCE. 

Bring me unto my trial when you will. 
Died he not in his bed? where should he die? 
Can 1 make men live, whe'r they will or no.^ — 
! torture me no more, I will confess. — 
Aliv^ again ? then show me where he is; 
I'll give a thousand pound to look upon him, — 
He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them,—- 
Comb down his hair; look! look! it stands upright} • 
Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul! — 
Give me some drink; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bow^V^^ \\Yn\. 

1Q 
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ACT IV. 

KIGHT. 

The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful* day 
Is %rept into the bosom of the sea; 
And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night; 
Who with their drowsy, ^slow, and flagging wings 
Clip dead men's graves, and from their misty jawj 
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 

KENT. 

Kent, in the commentaries Cesar writ, 
Is term'd the civil'st pface of all this isle : 
Sweet is the country, because full of riches; 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy. 

LORD say's apology FOR HIMSELF. 

Justice with favour have I always done; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could nevi 
When have I aught exacted at your hands, 
Kent to maintain, the king,'the realm, and you? 
Large gifts have I bestow'd on learned clerks, 
Because my book preferred me to the king', 
Aild — seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowled^ the wing wherewith we fly to heavcDi 
Unless you be possess'd with dev'lish spirits, ' 
You cannot but forbear to murder me. 



KING HENRY VI. 

PART III. 

ACT I. 

THE TRANSPORTS OF A CROWN* 

Do but think, 

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown; 

iVithin whose cucuit \a EA^sium^ 

And all that poets fe\^tv ol\i\vB»svcvVYi^, 
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A UUNGKY LION, 

So looks the peDt-up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under nis devouring paws: 
And so he walks, insulting o'er his prey; 
And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder. ^ 

THE DUKE OF TOKK ON THE GALLANT BEHAVIOUR 

•F HIS SONS. 

My sons — God knows what hath bechanced them: 

But this I know, — they have demeaned themselves 

Like men born to renown, by life, or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me; 

And thrice cried, — Couri^e, father ! fight it out, > 

And full as oft came Edwar^to my side, 

With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 

In blood of those that had encountr'd him: 

And whon the hardiest warriors did retire, 

Richard cried — Chqrge! and give no foot of ground 

And cried, — A Crown, or else a glorious tomb! 

md sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre! 

"With this, we charg'd again; but out, alas! 

We bodg'd*^ again; as I have seen a swan 

With bootless labours swim against the tide, 

And spend her strength with over-matching waves 

A father's PASSION ON THE MURDER OF A FAVOURITE 

CHILD. 

O, tyger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ! 
How could'st thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal. 
And yet be seen to bear a woman's face? 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 

Thou stern,. obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

« • • • • 

That face of his the hungry cannibals [blood. 

Would not have touch'd, would not have stain'd with 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,-:— 
U,1;en time<i more, — ^than tygers of Hyrcania 
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears: 
This cloth thou' dipp'dst m blood of my sweet boy. 

* I. e. We boggled, made bad, or bungling woiV. ^^ w& 
attempt to rally. 
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And I with tears do wash the blood awav. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this: 
And, if thou tell'st the heavy story right, 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears; 
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears; 
And say, — Alas, it was a piteous deed ! 

ACT 11. 

THE DUKE OF YORK IN BATTLE. 

Methou^ht, he bore him* in the thickest troop 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat;t 
Or as a bear, encompass'd round with dogs; 
Who having pinch'd a* few, and made them cry 
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

MORNING. 

See, how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun!J 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a younker, prancing to his love! 

THE morning's DAWN. 

This battle fares like to the morning's war. 
When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfect day, or night. 

THE BLESSINGS OF A SHEPHERD'S LIFE 

O God ! methinks, it were a happy life, 
To be no better than a homely swain; 
To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
, Thereby to see the minutes how they run : 
How many make the hour full complete, 
How many hours bring about the day. 
How many days will finish up the year. 
How many years a mortal man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the times: 
So many hours must I tend my flock; 

* Demeaned himself. ^ "Ne«X c«lV\\^, kiot^^^ <ai5ftn^ &<% 
t Aurora takes for a l\«ve \v<ix ^?txft>N«\\ ^^ x^aa ^kssv^^^ 
•he f^ismisses him lo \us d\\i.Yti\iVcQ\vc?>^. 
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So many hours must I take my rest; 

So many hours must I contemplate; 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my eweshave been with youngj 

So many weeks epe the poor /ools will yean; 

So many years ere I shall sheer the fleece: 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 

Pass'd over to the end they were created, 

VTould brin^ white hairs unto a quiet ^rave. 

Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! ht)w lovely ! 

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 

To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich em^oidered canopy 

To kings, that fear their subjects' treachery? 

0, yes it (^oth: a thousand fold it doth. 

And to conclude, — the shepherd's homely curdsj 

His cold tnin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade, 

All which secui'e and sweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates. 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched in a curious bed. 

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 



ACT HI. 

KO STABILITY IN A MOB. 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again. 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows. 
Commanded always by the greater gust; 
Such is the likeness of you common men. 

A, SIMILE ON AMBITIOUS THOUGHTS. 

Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty; 
Like one that stands upon a promontory. 
And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye; 
And chides the sea that sunders him from thence 
Saying^ — he^U lade it dry to have bis vr^x* 
J3* 
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gloster's defokmitt. 

Why, love forsivore me in my mother's womb: 
And) for I should not deal in her soft laws 
She did corrupt frail nature with some hribe 
To shrink mine arm n]^ like a withered shrub; 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where sits deformity to mock my body; 
To shape my legs of an unequal size; 
To disproportion me in every part, 
Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear whelp. 
That carries no impression like the dam. 
And am I then a man to be belov'd.^ 

GLrOSTER'S DISSIIflULATION. 

"Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile; 
And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart; 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears. 
And frame my face to all occasions. 
I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall; 
I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk; 
I'D play the orator as well as Nestor, 
Deceive more slily then Ulysses could 
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy; 
I can add colours to the chameleon; 
Change i^hapes, with Proteus, for advantages, 
And set the murd'rous Machiavel to school. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 



ACT IV. 

HENRY VI. ON HIS OWN LENITY. 

I have hot stopp'd mine ears to their demands, 
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays; 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 
My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears: 
I have not been desirous of their wealth. 
Nor much oppress'd them with great subsidies. 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
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ACT V. 

DYING SPEECH OP THE EARL OP WARWICK. 

Ah who is nigh? come to me, friend or foe, 
\ndtell me, who is victor, lijprkj or Warwick? 
Wliy ask I that? my mangled body shows. 
My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows 
That I must yield my body to the earth, 
AnJ, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ! 
Whose top-branch over-peer'd Jove's spreading tree, 
And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's black 

veil. 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 
To search the secret treasons of the world : ^ 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood, 
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres; 
Fop who liv'd kin^, but I could dig his grave? 
And T^ho durst smile, when Warwick bent his brow? 
I^, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood ! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Even now forsake me: and, of all my lands, 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length ! 

(lir£EN Margaret's speech before the battle of 

TEWKSBURT. 

Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I should say 
My tears gainsay;* for every word I speak, 
Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 
Therefore, no more but this: — Henry, your sove- 

{s prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd, 
»His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 
His statutes cancell'd, and his treasure spent; 
^nd yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil. 
Jou figlit in justice: then, in God's name, lords, 
8e valiant, and give signal to t\\e ^^\. 

* Unsay, deny. 
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OMENS ON THE BIRTH OF RICHARD III. 

The owl shrieked at thy birth, an evil sign; 
The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time; 
Dogs howi'd, and hideous tempests shook down tre 
The raven rook'd* h^r on the cKmney's top, . 
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope; 
To wit, — an indigest deformed lump, 
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 
Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast be 
To signify, — ^thou cam'st to bite the world. 



KING RICHARD III. 
ACT I. 

THE DUKE OF GLOSTER ON HIS OWN DEFORMIT 

NOW are our brows bound with victorious wreat 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments; • 
Our stern alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures,! 
Grim-visag'd war hath smooth'd his wrinkled froi 
And now, — instead of mounting barbed^ steeds, 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber. 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, — that am not shap'd for sportive tricks. 
Nor made to court an amorous looking glass: 
I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesi 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph; 
I, that am cu^tai^'d of this fair proportion,' 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform'd, unfinish'd, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up 
And that so lamely and unfashionable,^ 

* To rook, Bigiu&fidlo si^«X down or lodge on any Ui! 
t Dances. % KrrofiA. 
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That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them; — 

Why I, m this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time, 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

\nd descant on mine own deformity; 

And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well spoken days, — ' 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

GLOSTER'S love for lady ANNE. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn sail 
tears, 
Sham'd their aspects with store of childish drops? 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful* tear, — . 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac'd Clifford shook his sword at him ! 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child. 
Told the sad story of my father's death; 
And twenty times made pause, to sob,.and weep, 
That all the standers-by nad wet their cheeks, - 
Like trees bedash'd with rain : in that sad time, 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping 
I never su'd to friend, nor enemy: 
My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word* 
But now thy beauty is proposed my fee. 
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue t« 
speak. 

gloster's praises of his own person, aftcp 
his successful addresses. 

My dukedom to a beggarlv denier,t 
I do mistake my person all this while : 

»pon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 
▼self to be a marvellous proper man. 
I'll be at charges for a looking-glass; 
And entertain a score or two of tailors, 
To study fashions to adorn my body : 

* Pitiful f A small French coin 
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Since I am crept in favour with myself, 
I will maintain it with some little cost 

^UEEN Margaret's execrations on glostir. 
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors' while thou liv'slii 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elvish mark'd, abortive, rooting hog! 
Thou, that was seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell! 
Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins! 
Thou rag of honour ! — ^thou detested—^ 

-HIGH BIRTH. 

I was born so high, 

Our aiery* buildeth in the cedar's top, . 

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the San. 

oloster's htpocrist. 
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of scripture 
Tell them— that God bids us do good for evil; 
And thus I clothe ray naked villany 
With old odd ends stol'n forth of holy writ 
And seem a saint, when most I play the denl. 

clarence's dream. 
What was your dream, my lord? I pray you, tel 
me. 
Clar, Methought, that I had broken from tb< 
Tower, 
And w»s embark'd to cross to Burgundy; 
And, in my company, my brother Sloster; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches; thence we look'd toward England] 
And cited up a thousand heavy times, 
. During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befall' n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the tiatches, 
Methought that G\o?let «.\.\M!C^\t^'^^xv^vx fallliu^ 
Struck me, that ihoM^Yit lo «X.ia.^ \v\m^ w^^^^^n 
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Into the tumbling, billows of the main. 

Lord: methought what pain it was to drown! 

V\rhat dreadful noise of water in mine ears I 

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes! 

Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks; 

A thousand men, that fishes gnaw'd upon; 

VVedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 

Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels. 

All scattered in the bottom of the sea, » 

Some lay in dead men's skulls; and, in those holes 

VVhere eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 

(Ag 'twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems. 

That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 

And mock'd the dead bones that lav scatter'd by. 

Brak, Had ¥ou such leisure in the time of deaths 
To gaze ujjon these secrets of the deep? 

Olar. Methought, I had: and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost: but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it 4brth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air: 
But smother'd it within my panting bulk,* 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. • 

Brak, Awak'd you not with this sore agony? 

Clar, O, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life, 
0) then began the tempest to my soul ! 
I^ass'd, me thought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ^rryman which poets write of, 
tJnto the kingdom of perpetual night. 
The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick, 
Who cry'd aloud, — What scourge for perjury 
^on this dark mofiareh'U afford false Clarence! 
And so he vanish'd: Then came wand'ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood: and he shriek'd out aloud, — 
Clarence is eomey— false, fleetir^, perjured Clareneef^ 
'^t stabbed me in the field by Tewksbury;^' 
^ze on him, furies, take him to your torments! 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Rnviron'd me, and nowied in m\xi« ^^t% 

♦ Body. 
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Such hideous cries, that with the very noise, 
I t^rembling wak'd, and, for a season afler^ 
Could not believe but that I was in hell; 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak, No marvel, lord, though it affrighted 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these th: 
That now give evidence against my soul, — 
F^r Edward's sake; and, see, how he requites 
God ! if my d^ep prayers cannot appease th 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds, 
Vet execute thy wrath on me alone : 
0, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor child] 

SORROW. 

Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing'hours. 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide n 

THE CARES OF GREAl^NESS. 

Princes have their titles for their glories, 
An outward honpur for an inward toil; 
And, for my unfelt imaginations, 
They often* feel a World of restless cares: 
So that between their titles and low name, 
Theref's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

A murderer's A.CCOUNT OP CONSCIENCE. 

I'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous tl 
makes a man a coward: a man cannot steal 
accuseth him; a man cannot swear, but it 
him; a man cannot lie with his neighbour's wi 
it detects him; 'Tis a blushing shame-fac'd 
that mutinies in a man's bosom; it fills one full 
stacles; it made me once restore a purse of gol 
by chance I found; it beggars an}r man that kc 
it is turned out of all towns and cities for a dan 
thing; and every man, thaf means to live 
entlearours to trust to himself, and live wit! 

ACT II. 

Ah, that deceit showU «,\.m\ %w\i ^«^VNfc ^ 
And with a virtuous vw>t \i\<ie ^^«v -^^v 
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SUBMISSION TO HEAVEN OUR DUTY. 

In common worldly things, 'tis call'd — ungrateful 
^th dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hana was kindly lent; 
Mach more to be thus opposite with heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

TBE DUCHESS OF TORK'S LAMENTATION ON THE^ MIB- 
FORTUNES OF HER FAMILY. • 

Duck, Accursed and unquiet wrangling days! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 
My husband lost his life to get the crown; 
And often up and down my sons were tost, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gaiif, and loss: 
And being seated, and domestic broils 
Clean overblown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves: brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, self 'gainst self; O, preposterous 
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen; 
Or let me die to' look on death no more f 

ACT III. 

THE VANITY OF TRUST IN MAN. 

momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hupt for than the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Uves like a drunken sailor on a ihast: 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
'nto the fatal bowels of the deep. 

CONTEMPLATION. 

When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

ACT IV. 

^KSCRIPTION OF THE MURDER pF THE TWO TOWi 
PRINCES IN THE TOWER. 

The tyrannous and bloody act isxione^ 
The moBt arch deed of piteovis m^^^c,t^^ 
^m ever yet this land was ^\\\\V^ o^. 
14 
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Dighton, and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless* butchery. 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, -bloody dogs, 
Meltinof4vith tenderness and mild compassion, 
Wept like two children, in their death's sad st< 

thus quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes^ — 
Thus, thusy quoth Forrest girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms; 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 
f^^hich, in their summer beauty, kissed each othe 
A book of prayers on their pillow lav; 
Which once, quoth Forrest, almost changed my r 
But, O, the Devil — there the villain stopp'd; 
When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 
That from the prime creation, e^er she framed,— 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remo 
They could not speak; and so I left them both, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

EXPEDITION. 

Come, — I have learn'd, that fearful comment) 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggsiry: 
Then fiery expedition be my win^, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a King! 

Q,UEEN Margaret's exprobation. 

I call'd thee then, vain flourish of my fortune 

1 call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted queen: 
The presentation of but what I was. 

The flattering indexf of a direful pageant, 
One heav'd a liigh to be hvirl'd down below: 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes; 
A dream of what thou wast; a garish]: flag, 
To be the aim of every dangerous shot; 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble, 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

f Merciless. 

f Indexes were aticienVVy ^\«tefc^ ^\ X^^ X^^^gsessai 
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Where Is thy httsband now? Where be thy brothers? 

Wiere be tnj two sons? wherein dost thou joj? 

Who sues, and kneels, and sayfr— God save the qneen? 

Where be the bending peers that fiatter'd thee? 

Where be the thronging troops that follow 'd thee? 

Decline all this and see what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow; 

For jojmi mother, one that wails the name; 

For one being sued to one that humbly sues: 

For queen, a very caitiflf crown'd with care; 

For one that scorn 'd at me, now scorn'd of me; 

For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

T« torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

CHARACTKR OF KING RICHARD BY HIS MOTHER. 

Techy* and wayward was thy infancy; 
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and furi- 
ous; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody 

ACT V. 

HOPE. 

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wingSi 
^ings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

A FINE EVENING. 

The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And, by the bright tract of his fiery car, 
^ives token of a goodly day to-morrow, 

DAT BREAK. 

The silent hours steal on, 
^nd flaky darkness breaks within the east. 

RICHMOND'S PRATER. 

thou ! whose captain I account myself^ ^ 

'^ockon my forces with a graciovi^ e^ei\ 

♦Touchy, fretful. 
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Pat in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 
That we may praise thee in thy victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me Still! 

RICHARD STARTING OUT OP HIS DREAM. 

Give me another horse, — bind up my wounds,— 
Have mercy, Jesu! — Soft; I did but dream. — 

coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me ' — 
The light burns blue. — It is now dead midnight 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesn. 
What do I fear.* myself? 

CONSCIENCE. 

Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 
Devis'd at lirst to keep the strong in aw^e. 

RICHARD'S ADDRESS BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

A thousand hearts are great within my bosom:- 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery Dragons! 
Upon them! Victory sits on our helms. 

RICHARD'S BEHAVIOUR AFTER AN ALARUM. 

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 
Gate. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a hor» 
K, Rick, Slave, I have set my life upon a cast. 
And I will stand the hazard of the die: 

1 think, there be six Richmonds in the field; 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him: — 
A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse I 
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ACT I. 

TO climb steep laVfia, . 

Acquires slow pace aV fvT?X.\ Kxv^^x ^aXvi* 
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A ftdtimt-^orse; who being allow*d fab waj, 
Self-mettle tires him. 

ACTION TO BE CARRIED ON WITH RESOLUTION. 

If I am traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor person, yet will be - 
The Chronicles of my doing, — let me say, 
*Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake* 
That virtue must go through. We must not stintf 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To copej malicious censurers; which ever, 
As ravenous fishes do a vessel follow 
That is new trimm'd; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 
By sick interpreters, oncc§ wea!^ ones, is 

Sot ours, or not allow'd:|| what worst as oft, 
itting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For oar best act. If we shall stand still. 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, 
^e should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. * 

NEW CUST03IS. 

New customs, 
Though they be never so ridiculous, 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are followed. 

ACT n. 

THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM'S PRAYER FOR THE KIKOU 

May he live 
gonger than I have time to tell his years! 
*^ver belov'd, and loving, may his rule be! 
■^nd when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodness and he fill up one monument! 

Dependents not to be too much trusted bi 

great men, 
T'his from a dying man receive as certain: 
yiiere you are liberal of your loves, and counsels, 
oc sure, you be not loose : for those you make Crl^ix^ 

* Thicket of thorns, t Itletard. * \"E»xvWi\sx^«t 
S Sometime. \\ A^pro\ed 
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And sive; your hearts to, when they once peretffi 
I'he least rub in your fortunes, faU away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to sink ye. 

A GOOD WIFE. 

A loss of her, 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre; 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men witl^; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune fallsj 
Will bless the king. 

THE BLESSINGS OF A LOW STATION. 

'Tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content. 
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief. 
And wear a golden sorrow, 

(lUEEN KATHARINE'S SPEECH TO HER HUSBAND 

Alas, sir. 
In what have I offended you? .what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure. 
That thtts you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witnc 
I have been to you a true and humble wife, 
\.t all times to your will conformable: 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike. 
Yea, subject to your countenance: glad, or sorry, 
As I saw it inclin'd. When was the hour, 
I ever contradicted your desire. 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your friend 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enehiy? what friend of mine 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in mine liking? nay, gave notice 
He was fronri thence discharg'd? Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience. 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you: If, in the course 
And process of Ibis time, ^wi c;i.u report, 
And prove it too, acaivivst wv\Tve.>wixvw« ^\i>ga^.> ^ 
My bond to wedlock, ot m^ \o^^ ^^^ ^^^-^^ 
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gainst your sacred person, in God's namey 
^urn me away; and let the fouPst contempt 

^liut door upon me, and so ^ivc me up 

K7o the sharpest kind of justice. 

<^(7EEN KATHARINE'S SPEECH TO CARDINAL W0L81T* 

You are meek, and humble mouth'd; 
''ou sign your place and calling, in full seeming,* 
"VVith meekness and humility : but your heart 
X^s cramm'd with arroganqy, spleen and pride. 
"You have, by fortune, and his highness' favours 
^one slightly o'er high steps j and now are mounted 
'Where powers are your retainers: and your words, 
X)omestics to you, serve your will, as't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 
'You tender more your person's honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual.. 

KING henry's character OF ^UEEN KATHARINE. 

That man i' the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted, 
For speaking false in that; Thou art, alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 
Thy meekness saint-like, wi&-like government. 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,)t 
The queen of earthly queens. 

ACT III. 

qUEEN KATHARINE ON HER OWN MERIT. 

Have I liv'd thus long — (let me speak myself, 
Since virtue ifinds no friends,) — a wife, a true one? 
A wdman (I dare say without vairi glory,) 
Never yet branded with suspicion ? 
Have I with all my fiill affections 
Still met the king? lov'd him next heav'n? obey'dkim? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him?| , 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him? 
And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lordu 

• Appearance. t Speak out thy merits. 
t Served him with superstitious atten^Aoa. 
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Bring me a constant woman to her husbanid. 
One that ne^er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasoi 
And to that woman when she has done most, 
Yet will I add an honour, — a great patience. 

^UBBN KATHARINE COMPARED TO jL LILT* 

Like the lily, 
That once was mistress of the field, and flourish' 
I'll hang my head, and perish. 

OBEDIENCE TO PRINCES. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience. 
So much they love it : but to stubborn spirits, 
They swell, and grow as terrible as «'torms. 

OUTWARD EFFECTS' OF HORROR. 

Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts; 
'Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 
Then, lays his finger on his temple; straight. 
Springs out into fast gait:* then stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard: and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange postal 
We l^ave seen him set himself. 

FIRM ALLEGIANCE. 

Though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, ai 
Appear in forms more horrid; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood. 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And stand unsnaken yours. 

EXTERNAL EFFECTS OF ANGER. 

What sudden anger's this? how have I reap'd 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes: So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gallM him: 
Then makes him nothing. ^ 

FALLING GREATNESS. 

Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatnc 
And, from that fuW mexV^i^iv ^^ xcv^ >^'k1) 
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I haste now to my setting: I shall fall 
like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
Had no man se^ jne more. 

THE VICISSITUDES OF LIFE. 

So farewell to the little good vou bear me, 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness! 
This is the state of man; To-day he puts forth 
The tender leavefs of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blushing nonours thick upon him: 
ri^e third day, comes a frdSlt, a killing frost; 
And,— when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root, 
And then he falls, as [ do. I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton bojrs that swim on bladders 
Thisraary summers ir a sea of glory; 
Bat far bevond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now hast left me^ 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must forever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this w^orld, I hate ye: 
I feel my heart n^w open'd; O, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' laxours! 
There is, betwixt that snaile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have^ 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. ^ 

CARDINAL WOLSET'S SPEECH TO CROMWJftLL. 

Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
h all mjr miseries; But thou hast forc'd me 
Out of thy honest truth to play the womaii. 
Let's dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell; 
And, — ^when I am forgotten, as 1 shall be; 
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of mc more must be heard of, — say, I taught the«, 
Say, Wolsey, — ^that once trod the ways of glory, 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour,-^ 
Pound thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in; 
A sure and safe one, though thy ma^l^t m\s&?^S^.« 

^ark but my fall, and that that t\u\OA m^. 

Cromwell, I charge thee, fling avjft.^ «Ltc^i\>aaTL\ 
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By that sin fell the angels, how can iQan then^ 

TTie image of his Maker hope to win by't? 

Love thyself last ^ cherish those hearts that hatethcci 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not* 

Let all the ends thou aim'st at, be thy country's, . 

Thy God's and truth's; then if thoufall'st,'Q Crom- 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; [well, 

And, — Pr'ythee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the last penny: 'tis the king's: my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwelli 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv'd my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 



ACT IV. 

APPLAUSE. 

Such a noise arose 
As the shrouds mkke at sea in a stiff tempest, 
As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up; and had their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press, 
And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could say. This is my wfe^ there; all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

CARDINAL WOLSEY's DEATH. 

At last, with easy roads,* he came to Leicester^ 
Lods'd in the abbey; where the reverend abbot, 
Witn all his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave these words, — O, father M<4f 
An old man, broken with the storms of state, 
h eome to lay his weary bones among ye; 
Oive him a mtle earth /or cKaT\l>)\ 



■ 

So irent te bed : irhere ei^rly kis sickness 
Porsu'd him still; and, three nights after this^ 
About the hour of eight, (which he himself • 
Foretold, should be h» la^,) full of repentance. 
Continual meditations, tears, and Arrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
Bis blessed part to he^aven, and slept in peace. 

wolsey's vices and virtues. 

So may he rest: his faults lay gently on himt 
Vet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him. 
And yet. with charjty,— He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach,* ever ranking 
Himself with princes; one, that by suggestion 
Try'd all the kingdom : simony was fair play; 
His own opinion was his law: I' the presencef 
He would say untruths; and be ever double, 
Both in hisvwords and meaning: He "w^as never. 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful: ' 
His promises were, as he then was, miebty; 
But nis performance, as he is now, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Chrif, Noble madaiUi 

Men's eril manners live in brass; their virtues 

We write in water. 

•« » ♦ • . • 

This cardinal, 
Thouefa from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fiii^i6n*d tof much hohour. From his cradle, 
He was a scholar^ and a ripe, and good one; 
Exceeding wise^ fair spoken and persuading; 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not; 
But, to those men. that sought him, sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 

S Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam, 
ie was most princely : Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in ypu, 
JMwichy and Oxford ! one§ of which fell with bini, 
unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 

• Priofc ,1 1 0/ih« «iy. % Efttffiedifoc, V\iy|E^i^ \ 
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The other, though nnfinish'd, jet sc famoojB, 
So excellent in art, and still so rising. 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue^ 
His overthrow heap?d happiness upon him; 
For then, and not t^ll then, he felt himself, 
And found the hlessedness of heibg little; ' 
And, to add greater honours to his aee 
Than man could give him, he died, faring God. 

ACT V. 

MALICIOUS M£K; 

Men, that make 
Enyy, and crooked malice, nourishment. 
Dare bite the best. 

A CHURCHMAN. 

Love, and meekness, lord, 
. Become a churchman, better than ambition; 
Win straying souls with modesty again 
Cast none away. 

INHUMANITY. 

*Tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling man. 

ARCHBISHOP CRANMER'S PROPHECY 

Let me speak, sir, 
For heaven now bids me; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them tratl 
This royal infant, (heaven still move about her!) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
which time shall bring to ripeness: She shall be 
{But few now living can behold that goodness,) 
A pattern to all nrinces living with her. 
And all that shall succeed: Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue, : 
Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graceSj 
That mould up such a mighty piece as tnis is. 
With all the viilwes iVi^t «itcna the good, 
Shall still be do\i\AeA 0Tv.\iex\Vt\iJ^v&3j^\cQ5Sft.^* 
Holy ttnd l:ieavctAy lYkoxi^Va 1jK2l t.w««^\Kt\ 
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6he shall be lov'd, and fear'd; Her own shall bless 

her: 
Ber foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 
And hasg their heads with sorrow: Good grows 

witbher: 
In her days, erery man shal^ eat in safety 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours: 
Ood shall oe truly known; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. ' 
Nor shall this peace sleep with her: But as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 
Her ashes new create another heir 
As great in admiration as herself; 
So shall she leave her blessedness to one, 
[When heaven shall call her from this cloud of dark- 

ness,) 
W'bo, from the sacred ashes of her honour. 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 
^nd so stand fix'd: Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror, 
Fhat were the servants to this chosen infant, 
^hall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
^h^rever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 
^18 honour, and the greatness of his name 
^hall be, and make new nations: He shall flourish, 
^nd, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
Po all the pl^ns about him: Our childrea'i 

^ children , 

^all see this, and bless heaven. 

15 
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TRAGEDIES. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
ACT I. 

LOVE THE NOBLENESS OF LIFE. 

LET Rome in Tiber melt! and the wide trcb 
Of the rang'd empire fall ! Here is my spaee; 
Kingdoms are clay; our duh^y earth alike 
Feeds beast as man: the nobleness of life. 
Is, to do thus; when such a mutual pair. 




And such a twain can do't, in which, Ibind, 

On paip of punishment, the world to weet.* 

We stand up peerless, 

Why did he marry FuWia, and not love her ?^- 

I'll seem the fool I am not; Antony 

Will be himself. 

dnt. But stirr'd by Cleopatra,— 

Now, for the love of Love, and her sofl hours. 

ANTONY'S VICES AND VIRTUES. 

I must not think, there are 
Evils enough to darken all his goodness 
His &ults, m him, seem as the spots of heavcDy 
More fiery by night's blackness; hereditary, 
Rather than purchas'd;t what he cannot change 
Than what be cYiooses. 

• Know. ^ ^Ki!cai^^\s^ "Vwa ^NfBk> \«^ 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. m 

Cm$, Tou are too indulgent ^ Let us grant it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy; 
To gire a kingdom for a mirth; to sit 
Anifkeep the turn of tippling ttrith a slave; 
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat: say, this becomes 

him, 
(As his composure must be rare indeed. 
Whom these things cannot blemish,) yet must 

Antony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightness.* If he fiU'd 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 
l^uU surfeits, andlhe dryness of his bones, 
pail on himf for't: but, to^ confound J Such time. 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
As his own state, and oucs, — 'tis to be chid 
As we rate boys; who, being mature in knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure) 
And so rebel to judgment. 
Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassals.§ When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 
Hirtius and Fani^a, consuls, at thy heel 
l^id fame follow; whom thou fought'st ag^-inst. 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer: Thou didst drink 
The stale II of horses, and the gilded puddle IT 
Which beabts would cough at : thy palate then did 

deign 
The roughtFt berry on the rudest hedge; 
*^ea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees thou browsed'st; on the Alps 
jjis reported, thou did'st eat strange flesh. 
Which some did die to look on : and all this 
I|t wounds thine honour, that I speak it now,) 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 

* Levity. f Visit him, \ CoivwMca», 

§Feastwg8: in the old copy it is Daissailes^v^.N^aaa^J^ 
& Urine. ir S(a«ruant, sUmy vraXftx. 
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/ ll]^tJTlBS OF SHAKBKARE. 

hvEOVkrtikH SOLICITUDE OIT tH£ A^tNet ' Of 

AKTOKT. • . 

O Charmian, • * 

Where thinkst thoU be is now? Standi he, or ftiUhe? 
Or does he walk? or is he on his horse? 
O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! ' 

Do bravely, horse! for wot'st thou whom thov 

moT'st ? 
The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet* of men. — He's speaking now, 
Or murmuring Where's my serpent of Old NUe7 
For so he calls me: Now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison : — ^Think on me, 
That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches bladk. 
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Cesar; 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was' 
A morsel for a monarch: and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow: 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With his looking on his life. 



A€T II. 

THE VANITY OP HUMAN WISHES. 

Wcj ignorant of ourselves, 
Begin often our own harms, iVhich the wise powei 
Deny us for our good; so find we profit, 
By losing of our prayers. 

DESCRIPTION OF CLEOPATRA SAILING DOWN THI 

CYDNUS. 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish'd throne, 
Burn'd on the water: the poop was beaten gold; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds were love-sick with them: the oars 

silver; 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and ma< 
The water which they beat, to follow faster. 
As amorous of tbei^ strokes. For her own pei 
h beggared all description : she did lie 



JOmont AND OLEORATTRA. ^M 

[n her parflion, (cloth of gold,of tuiiae^) 
O'er pictaring that Veniis^ where we see, 
Tlie fancj out-work nature: ou each side her 
Stood-pr^ty dlmplefd boys, like smiling Cupids 
With diverse coloured mns, whose wii^ did seem ' 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did coo!, 
J^md what they undid, did.* 

^gr, O, rare for Antony. 

Eino. Her gentlewoman, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i' tke eyes, 
Androulde their bends adornings. at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers; the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands, > 
That yearlj framef the office. From the barge 
A jBtnmge invisible perfimie hits the sense 
Of the iBiliacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 
Enthron'd in the market-place, did sit alone. 
Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy. 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature. 

CLEOPATRA'S INFINITE POWER IN PLEASING. 

A^e cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety: Other women 
Cloy the appetites thev feed; but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her; that the holy priests < 
Bless her, when she's riggish. J 

THE UNSETTLED *HUMOURS OF LOVERS. 

EnUr Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas 

Cleo, Give me some music; music, moody § food 
Of us that trade in love. 

•Attend, The music, ho! 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo, Let it alone; let us to billiards: 
Coxhe, Charmian. 

Char, My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 

Cieo. As well a woman with an eunucn play'd 
As with a woman : — Come you'll j)lay with me, sir^ 

♦ Added to the warmih thov were \i\Vetv(\eCi \o ^xtkwvn^ 
f Readily perform, t Wianioi^. ^ MiiVoAWiVckVs . 
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im A£AUTI£S OF SHAKSPEARE. 

Mar. An well as I ckh, madkni. 

. Cleo, And when good will is sho^'d, though it 
come too short, . 
The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now:--- 
Girc me mine angle, — ^We'U to the river: there. 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny finn'd fishes; my bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 
I'll think them every one an Antony, 
Ah4 s&Ji Ah ! ah ! you're caught. 

• Char, 'T was merry, when 

You wager'd on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a salt fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo, That time! — ^O times E- 

I laugh'd him out of patience; and that night 
I laugh'd him into patience; and next morn. 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his t)ed; 
Then put my tires* and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore bis sword Philippan. 

ACT III. 

AMBTTION JEALOUS OF A *T00 SUCCESSFUL FRIEND, 

Silius, Silius, 
I have done enough: A lower place, note well. 
May make too great an act : For learn this, Silius; 
Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 
Too high a fame, when him ive serve's away. 

WHAT OCTAVIA'S ENTRANCE SHOULD HAVE BEEN. 

WTiy have you stol'n upon us thus? You come no 
Like Cesar's sister: The wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach, 
Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way. 
Should have borne men; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not: nay the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 
•Rais'd by your populous troops: But you are come 
A market-maid to Rome : and have prevented 

♦ Head-toaa. 



■yiJ^TONY AND CLEOPATRA. 'iVi 

The ostent* of our love, which, left unshown 
Is ftft^A left uttlov'd : we should hav^ met you 
By sea, and land; supplying ev<ery stage 
With an augqnented greeting. 

■ ■ '. ■ WOMEN. 

Women are not, 
In their best fortunes, strong; but want will perjure 
The ne'er touch'd vestal. 

FORTUNE FORMS OUR JUDGMENTS, 

I see men^s judgments are 
A parent of meir fortunes: and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them^ 
I'o suffer all alike. 

LOTALTT. 

Mipe honesty, and I, begin to s'cruare. | 
l^he loyalty^ well held to fools, ooes make 
Our faith mere folly: — Yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 
Does conquer him tnat did his master cont[ner| ' 
And earns a place i* the story* 

WISDOM SUPERIOR TO FORTUNE. ^ 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 
[f that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake it. 

VICIOUS PERSONS INFATUATED BY HEAVEN 

Goody my lord,— 
But when we in our viciousness grow hard, 
(0 misery on't !) the wise gods seal§ our eyes; 
Iq our own filth, drop our clear judgments, mttse tu • 
Adore our errors; laugh at us, while we strut 
* our confusion. 

FURT EXPELS FEAR. 

Now he'll out-stare the lightning. To be ftirloili^ 
l^to be frighted out of fear: and in that mood, 
^he dove will peck the estri|dge$|[ and I see still, 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
^store his heart: When valour preys on reeeoBf I 
« eats the sword it fights with. . «» 

• 8howr token. t Are oC a \flftc» N«iSi)Ei^QD««^\* 

/ Quarrel. § Close up, ^ ^Vcv^Ssu 
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ACT IV. 

▲ MASTER TAKING LEAVE OF HIS SKRTAVTI. 

Tend me to-nightj 
May be it is the period of your duty: 
Haply,* you shall not see me more; or if, 
A mangled shadow . perchance, to-morrow 
You'll serve another master. I look on yon, 
^s one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 

turn you not away; but, like a ma^er ' 
Married to your good service, stav till death: ' 
Tend me to-ni^ht two hours, I asK no more. 
And the gods yieldf you for't ! 

EARLY RISING THE WAT TO EMINENCE. 

This morning, like a spirit of ^ youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 

ANTONY TO CLEOPATRA, AT HIS RETURN WITH 

VICTORY. 

O thou day o' the world. 
Chain mine arm'd neck: leap thou, attire and all, 
Through proof of fiarnessl to my heart, and there 
Ride on the panU triumphing. 

LOATHEb LIFE. 

sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge§ upon me; 
That life, a very rebel of my will. 
May hang no longer on me. 

Antony's despondency. 
sun, thy uprise shall I see no more: 
Fortune and Antony part here; even here 
Do we shake hands. — All come to this.^ — ^The hearti 
That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Cesar; and this pine is bark'd, 
That overtopp'd them all. 

DEPARTING GREATNESS. 

The soul and body rive|| not more in parting 
Than greatness going off. , 

• Perhaps. \ B,ev;aLT^, \ KxiftQVK qC Qroof. 
§ Discharge, as a 6^oug<a vrVu&tv ^c^^^iAdk. ^^vt^*^ 
voiiture it baa imbibed. )\%V^V<- 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. m 

ANTOKT'5 REFLECTIONS ON HIS FADED 6L0RT« 

^metime, we see a cloud that's dragonish: 
A vapour, sometimes, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon't, that nod unto the world. 
And mock our eyes with air: Thou hast seen tbeiii 

signs; 
They are black vesper's pageants. 

Eros, Ay, my lord, 

*StrU, That, which is now a horse, even with a 
thought, .... 

The rack* dislimns; and makes it indistinct. 
As water is in water. 

Eros, It does, my lord. 

*Ant. My good knavef Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body; here I am Antony; 
^et cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
I made these wars for Egypt; and the queen, 
Whose heart, I thought, I had, for she had mine: 
^ich, while it was mine, had annex'd unto't 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
rack'd cards with Cesar, and false play'd my glory 
^nto an enemy's triumph. — 
^ay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. 

DESCRIPTION OF CLEOPATRA'S SUPPOSED DEATH. 

Death of one person can be paid but once; 
And that she has discharged : What thou would'si dO; 
Is done unto thy hand: the last shespake 
Was Antony ! most noble Antony ! 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips: she render'd life, 
Thy name so buried in her. 

clec^paxra's reflections on thr dkath of 

AlfTONT. 

It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the \ii}\it\o\» %Q^%\ 

* The fleeting, cbuds. \ ^tvoniU 
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To tell them, that this world did ^dual thcun^ 

Till tfacy had stolen our jewel. All's but naugiht; 

Patience is sottish; and impatience does 

Become a dog that's mad: Then is it sin^ 

To rush into the secret house of death, 

Ere death ;dare come to us? — How do you, women? 

Vy^hatj what? good cheer? Why, how now, Chai 

mian ? 
My noble girls! — Ah, women, .women! look. 
Our lamp is spent, it's out; — Good sirs, take heart :- 
Vye'll bury him: and then, what's brave,whait'8 noble 
Let's do it after .the high Roman fashion. 
And make death proud to take us. Come, awaj: ! 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

ACT V. 

DEATH. 

My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : 'Tig paltry to be Cesar: 
Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave,* 
A minister of her will : And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up cnangej 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung^ 
The beggar's nurse and Cesar's. 

CLEOPATRA'S DREAM, AND DESCRIPTION OF ANTOlTr, 

Cteo. I dream'd, there was an emperor Antonyj- 
0, such another sleep, that I might see 

Dol. If it might please you, — 

Cleo, His face was its the heavens; and therein stud 
A sun, and moon; which kept their course, an< 

lighted 
The little O, the earth. 
DoL Most sovereign creature,— 

Gko^ His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear'd 
Crested the world: his voice was propertied 
At all the tuned spheres, and that to MendU! 

•Servant 
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Bilt when he meant tO;miailf and shake the orbi 
He was as tattling thuftqer. iPor his bounty, 
There was no winter in't; an autumn 'twas. 
That grew the mdre by reaping: His delights 
Were dolphin-like: they showed his back above 
The element they lived in: In his livery 
Walk'd crowns, and crownets; realms and islandf 
were . .^, 

As platesf dropp'd from his pocket. 

FIRM RESOLUTIOK. 

How poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty, j 

My resolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me: Now from head to foot 
1 am marble-constant: now the fleeting]: moon 
No^anet is of mii^e. 

CLEOFATRiL's SPEECH ON AFPDTING THE ASF* 

Give me my robe, put oh my crown; I have 
iHimdrtai' longings in me: Now no more 
The juietf of Egypt's grippe shall moist this Kp:— 
Yare, yare,§ good Ira^j quick.-^Methinks, I hear 
Antony call; Tsee him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act; I hear him mock - ' ' 

The luck of CesaV, which the cods give men 
To excuse their after wrath: Husband, I come; 
Now to that name my courage prote my title! 
I am fire, and air; my oth^ elements 
* give to baser life. — So,-— have you done? 
^ome, then, and take the last warmth of my lips, 
farewell, kind Charmian;-— Iras, long farewdU. 
Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fall? ' ' 

ff thousand nature can so gently part, 
^e stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
Which hurts and is desir'd. Dost thou lie still? ' 
Y thus thou vanishest, thou tell'ist the world 
*t is not worth leave-taking. 

Char, Dissolve, thick cloud, and raiti; that I maj 
«ay, 

*Cnisb. f "Silver money. ^lacoiAVuiiu 
§MMke haste. 
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lid BEAUTIES OF SHAKSPEARE. 

The gods themselves do weep ! 

Cleo, This proves me base 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 
He'll make demands of her; and spend that ki 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal v 
f To the aspi which she applies to her 
With thy sharp teeth, this knot mtrinsicate 
Of life at once untier poor venomous fool, 
Be angry, and despatco. O, could'st thou spc 
That f might hear thee call great Cesar, ass 
Unpolicied!* 

Char, eastern star ! 

Cleo. Peace, peae 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast. 
That sttcks the nurse asleep ? ' 

Char. 0, break! O, br 

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as ge 
Antony! — Nay, I will take thee too: — 

[•Applying another asp to he 
What should I stay — [Falls on a bed, aui 

Char. In this wild world? — So, fare thee w 
Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lic« 
A lass unparallel'd. 
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CORIOLANUS. 



ACT I. 

\ A MOB. 

WIIaT would you have, you curs. 
That like nor peace, nor war? the one affrighl 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts ; 
Where he should find rou lions, finds you hare 
Where foxes, geese: xou are no surer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 
Or hailsk)ne in the sun. Your virtue is. 
To make him worthy, whose offence subdues I 
And curse that jusWee d\d\t. Who deserves 
nessl' 

* UnpoUUc to \ftlLN« TEA \.^ TD?)!^^. 



CORiOLANUS. ISl 

Deserves your hate, and your affections are 

d sick man's appetite, who desires most that 

Wliieh would increase his evil. He that depends * 

Upon your favours, swims with fins of lesid, 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye ! Trust 

With every minute you do change a mind; 
And call him noble, that was npw your hate. 
Him vile> that was your garland. 

AN IMAGINARY DESCRIPTION OF C0RI0LANU8 

WARRINO. 

Methinks, I hear hither your husband's drum; 
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair; 
As children from a bear, the Voices shunning him: 
Methinks, I see him stamp thus, and call thus, — 
Coflie ofii you eovfords^ you were got in feavy 
Thimgk you were bom in Rome: His bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes; 
Like to a harvest-man, that's task'd to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Ftr, His bloody brov/! 0, Jupiter, no blood! 

FoL Awaj, you fool! it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt hia trophv. The breasts of Hecuba, « 
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords contending. 

DOIIfG OUR DUTY MERITS NOT PRAISE. 

Prav, now, no more: my mother. 
Who has a charter* to extol her blood, • , 
When she does praise me, grieves me. I have donej 
As you have done; that's what 1 can; induc'd 
As you have been; that's for my countiry^ 
He, that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overta'en mine act. 

AUFlDlCS'a HATRED TO CORIOLANVS. 

Nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 
Being naked, sick: nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priests, nor times of saerificei 
Bmbatguements all of fury, sh^\\ \\S^^^ ^ 

♦ Privilege. 
16 
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k BEAtrrlEd OF SHAKSPEARE. 

fheir rotten priyilege and cuiBtom 'gainst 
My hate to MarciUs: whete I find hun, were it 

lAt home uppn my brother's guard,* even there 
Asainst the hospitable cannon, woald I 

HV ash my £erce hand in his heart. 

ACT ir, 

POPULARITY. 

All tongues speak of him, and the bleared sights 
Arc spectacled to see him: Your prattling nurse 
f nto a rapturef lets her babj cry. 
While she chats him: the kitchen malkinf pins 
Her richest lockram§ 'bout her reechy]] neck. 
Clambering the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks, win- 
dows. 
Are smother'd up, leads fiU'd, and ridges horsed 
With variable complexions; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him: seldlT-shown flamen^* 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station :tt our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-gawded+J cheeks, to the wanton i^oil 
Of Phoebus' burning kisses: such a pother, 
As if that whatsoever god, who Jeaas him, , / 
Were slily crept into his human powers. 
And gave him graceful posture. 

COMlNtUS'S PRAISE OP CORIOLANUS 11^ THE SENJLT] 

I shall lack Voice : the deeds of Corioianus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. — It is held, 
That valou^ is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver :§§ if it be^ 
The man I Speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpois'd. At sixteen years. 
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mttrk of others^ our then dictator, 
Whom with ah praise I point at, saw him fight»' 

* My brother posted to protect him. t ^it. t 
§Be8t linen. ^ |i Soiled with sweat, and smoke. 
T Seldom. *• Priests, tt Common standing-pla^ 
4t -A dom 'd § § Possessor. 




CORmLANUS. IM 

When with his Amazonian chin** he drovci \ 

The bristi«dt Hps before hitti t he bestrid 

An o'er-press'd Roman, and i' the eonsulli view 

Slew three of>po8er8: Tarquin'sself he met, 

And struck him on his knee: in that day's feats. 

When he might act the woman in the scene,| 

H^ prov'd best man i' the field, and for his meed^ 

Was brow-bound with the oak. Hii^ pupilage 

Man entered thus, he waxed like a sea; 

Ana, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 

He lurch'd|| all swords o' the garland. For this lastj 

Before and in Corioli, let me say, 

1 cannot speak him home: He stopp'd the fliers: 

And, by his rare example, made tne coward 

Turn terror into sport: as waves before 

A vessel under sail, so men obey'd, 

And^fell below his stem: his sword (death's stamp) 

Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot^ 

Re was a thing of blood, whose every motion? 

Was timed** with dving cries: alone he enter'd 

The mortal gate o' the city, which he painted > 

With shunless destiny, aidless came on. 

And with a sudden reinforcement struck ' 

Corioli, like a planet: now all's his: » 

When Ijy and by the din of war 'gan pierce^ 

His ready sense : then straight his doubled spirit 

Reotiicken'd what in flesh was fatigate,tt 

Ana to the battle came he; where he did / 

Hun reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 

*Twere a perpetual spoil: and, till we call'd 

Both field and city ours, he never stood 

To ease his breast with panting.' 

ACT HI. 

THE MISCHIEF OF ANARCHY. 

My soul aches. 
To Icnow, when two authorities are up, 

•Without a beard. t Bearded. 

) Smooth- f^ ceil enou&rh to act a. womwO^ "^vsX. 
§Rcward. // Won. ' % Strode. **To\ViV««Au 
ft Wearied. 
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Neither smpiremejfhQW sooBGoafufiOn ' 

May enter *twi^^(|bQlgap of hotii^^afidttk^*'' ti '' 

The t^ /bjitbe^o^beff* . - r 

"^ ciiiRAdTiiROi' coR'rbi.ANud. ^; •■ 

Hi« natiire is too tl6ble for the world : * . 
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident,' 
Or Jove for his power to thunder* His hearths I 

lotoath: 
What his -breast forges that his tongue must veritj 
And, being angfry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. 

HONOUR AND POLICY* 

I have heard you say, 
Honour and pplicy, like unsever'd friends, * 
1* the war do grow together: grant that^ and tcUtt 
In peace, what each of them by th' other lose, ♦ 
Thslt they combine n«t there. 

THE METHOD TO GAIN POPULAR FAVOUR. 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy habd; 
And thus Jar having stretch'd it, (here be with them 
Thy knee bussing the stones (for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears,) waving thy head, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 
That humble, as the ripest mulberry, 
Now will not hold the nandling: Or, saj to them, 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils, 
Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost confess, 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim, 
In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power, and person. 

CORIOLANUS'S ABHORRENCE OP FLATTERY* 

Well, Imust do't: 
Away, my disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot's spirit! My throat of war be turn'^j 
Which quired wit\v m^ dT\i«v, iuto a pipe 
Small as an eunucb, ot t\\^> Vvc^vcvn^v^j,^ - 
That babi^B luWs asVecpN'YVvfe ^?tv\^s ^l Vyc?»x^^ 



CORrOtilI9U8. V 

• 

T^nt* in my eli^eks; and BehoDl-lM>ys* Uavs ttfk^ tip 
The glnssis of my sight ! A beggar's tongue - - 
Make motidn througii my lips; and my ai^m^ kneei^ 
Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like his^ 
That hath receiv»d an alms!— I will not do^; ^» 

Lest 1 surcease to honour mine own truth, •{ 

And, by my body's action, tesu^h my mind I 

A most inherent basepess. 

• VOLUMinA'S KES^OLUTIOK ON THE Y&IDB tn < 

CORIOLANUS. 

At thy choice then : / 
To beg of thee, it is my more ctishonour, 
Thaa thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear ) 

Thy dangerous stoutness; for I tnock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy' valiant ness was mine, thou suck'dst it from nidf* 
But owet thy pride thyself. 

CORIOLANUS'S DETESTATION OF THE TITLGAR* 

You common cryf of curse ! whose breath I hate 
As reeks o' the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you; 
And here remain with your uncertaintyl 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts! 
Yoiir en^nies, with nodding of their plumes, 
j^an you into despair; have the power still 
To banish your aefenders; till, at length, • 
Your ignorance (which finds not till it feelfl») 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 

S Still your own foes,) deliver you, as moft 
^hatedjl captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows ! 

actTv. 

. PRECEPT AOAINST ILL FORTUNI. 

You were us'd 
To say, extremity was the trier of spirits: 
That common chances commoii m^xv cwi\!\>Q«w\ ^ 

^DweU. fOwn, | Pack ^yapoxxx. ^^vicsftsaA^' 
16* 
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1^t#iwii«n tli6*Ma' #as ealin^ all bealft alike 
Snow'd maslen^p in floa1iii|^ : fortune's bWw8| 
^faeii ttiost struck home, being gentle woundedj 

craves 
A. noble cunning: yovL were us'd to load me 
Wit 1 precepts, that would make inyincible 
The heart tliat conn'd them. 

ON COMMON FRIENDSHIPS. 

O, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now' fai 

sworn. 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart. 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal,. and exercise 
Arc still together, who twin, as 'twere in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour. 
On a dissention of a aoit,* break out 
To bitterest enmity : So fellest foes. 
Whose passions and whose plots have broko thei 

sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear fritnds 
And interjoin their issues. 

MARTIAL FRIENDSHIP. 

Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke, 
And scar'd the moon with splinters. Here I dipt 
The anvil of my sword; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love. 
As ever, in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 
I loved the maid I married; never man 
Sisjh'd truer breath : but that I see thee here. 
Thou noble things' more dances my wrapt heart, 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars! I tell 

thee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpose 
Otice more to hew thy target from thy brawn,} 
Oh lose mine arm fot'\.*.TWsL>fta&\.\i«^l\sae out§ 

"ii •moll coin. ^l&m\)i«LcW. \ Kxai. \^«>^* 
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Swelve Mvers^^kxieS) and I ha te ^ °^g^^J sinee ' 
reamt <ff «iieoiitit«i^ Hwixt thyself and iii|e; 
We have been dovm together in my sleeps 
Unhai^nr i^lms, isting each other's thn)at| 
And wak'cTl]^ dead witB nothing. 

ACT V, 

THE SEASON OF SOLICITATIOIT. 

He was not taken well: he had not din'd: 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have stuff'^rf 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we nave suppler souls 
Than in bur priest-like fasts: therefore I'll watch 

him 
Till he be dieted to my request. 

OBSTINATE RESOLUTION. 

My mfe comes foreinost; then the honouf'd iribuld 
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand ' 
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection: 
All bond and 'privilege of nature, break! 
Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate.—^ 
What is that coi^rt'sey worth, or those doves' eyes," 
Which can make gods forsworn ?-^I melt,' and' am 

not 
Of'itrongep earth than others.^ — ^My mother bows, \ 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod: and my youn^ boy 
Bath an aspect of intercession, which 
Qreat nature cri^s. Deny not — Let the Voices 
Wough Rome, and harrow Italjr; I'll never 
Be such a gosling* to obey instinct; but stand/ ; 
As if a man Were author of himself, 
AndkneWTio odierkin. ' , 

RELENTING TENDERNESS. 

Like ai dull actor uibw, 
{^have forgot my part, and I am out^ 
Even to a full di^race. Best o( TBI's ^^•dc^ 

,' * A' young 1^008%. 
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Forgive mv tyranny; but do not say, 
For t^at) Forgive our Roimns. — O, aidflB' 
Iiong as my exile, ^weet as my reTengel 
Now by the jealous oueen* of heaven, that kiM 
I carried from thee, oear; and my itue lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er since. — ^You gods, I pratei 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted: Sink my knee, i' the earth; 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons. 

CHASTITY. 

The noble sister of Publicola, 
The moon of Rome; chaste as the icicle, 
That's cruded hi( the frost from purest snow, 
iind hangs on Dian's temple: Dear Valeria I 

CORIOLANUS'S PRATER FOR HIS SeST. 

The god of soldiers, 
With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou maj^stpi 
To shame unvulnerable, and stick i'the wars 
Like a g[reat sea mark, standing every flaw,t 
And saving those that eye thee ! 

VOLUMNIA'S PATHEVIC S!Pfi£€H TO HER SOff 

COJaiOLANffS. . 

Think with thyself, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
/Are we come hither: since that thy sight, wt 

should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with ci 

forts. 
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear i 

sorrow; 
Making the mother, wifcj and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we, 
Thine enmity's most capital: thou barr'st us 
Oar prayers to the ^ods, which is a comfort - 
That all but we enioy. 

f ; • * * , * , 
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We must find 

Kn erident calamity, thoueh we had 

Our wish) whieh nde iboiud win: for either Ujdq 

Must, as a foreign recreant, he led 

With manacles throngh our streets, or else 

Tnumphantlj tread on thj country's ruin; 

And bear the palm, for havine bravely shed 

Thj wife and children's blood. For myself, son, 

I purpose not to wait on fortune, till 

Tliese wars determine:* if I cannot persuade thee 

Rather to shoyr a noble grace to both parts, 

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 

March to assault thy country, than to tread, 

(Trust to't,, thou shalt not) on thy mother's womb, 

That brought thee to. this world. 

rRACE AFTER A HEGR. 

Ne*er through an arch so hurried the blown tide. 
As the rccomlorted throi^h the gates. Why, hark 

The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 
^bors and cymbals, andf the shouting Romans, 
Make the sun dance. 



CYMBELINR 
ACT L 

PARTIlia LOTERS. 

ho. THOU shouldst hare made him 
As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 
fiia. Madam, so I did. 

iflio. I would have broke mine eyenstnngs; cracked 
^ them, but 

*o look upon hihi: till the diminution ^ 
^C space had pointed him sharp as my needle: 
i^ay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
j^benualiness of a gnat to air; and then 
Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. — ^B\x\ , ^oq^ YvnsM^. 
When shall ire hear from him? 

* Conclude. 
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Pisa, Be asiur'd, midam, ' - 

With his next vintligei* : : ? . i - i .' > 

Imq^ I did Hot ^ke my leate of him^ Bilt liad - 
Most pretty things <td sa]^^ ere I could tdl bim,^ 
How i would thii^k.oQ mm, at ceptaiii hbitrSi 
Such thoughts, and such; oc I could: luatpe Mm; iWf» 
The she's of Itady should not: hetray 
Mine interest, and his.honour;orfaaveeharffedlui 
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at nudnighty 
To encounter me with orisons jt for theft 
I am in heaven for him: or ere I could 
Give him that parting Jciss, which I had sbt- - 
Betwixt t WQ charming words, a)mes l# my father} 
And, like the tvrann^us; Breathing o£4;he!north|^ ' 
Shakes all our Duds from growing. • 

THE BASENESS OF TifLSEHOOD 1M A WllW. 

Doubting things go ill, oftein hurts more 
Than to be sure theydor-For-certaintica 
Either are past remedies, or, timely knowkigb 
The remedy then born; discover to m)e 
What both you spur aid stop4 : 

laehA Had I this Cheek- 

To bathe my lips upon; this hand, whose touchi 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye. 
Fixing it only here; should I (damn'd then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs. 
That mount tp^; Capitol; join gribes wmi hands ' 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehoedi- as 
With labour;) th^n lie peeping in an eye, . 
Base and unlustrdus as the «moky light 
That's fed with stinking tallow; it were fit, * 
That all the plagues of nell should at one time ' , 
Encounter such revolt 

* OppiNtunity. t Meet me with reciprocal prayer*. . 
t What yoa Beei|i anxious to utter, and yet witliJbial^ 
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SCENE. 4 BedeJMmberj.in <me part of it a IVun^. 
■•hi&^Skv risading in her' Bed; a^Lady attending. ^ 

Imo, Mln€ eyes are weak :— * 
Fold dowfi.tlie leaf where I Have left : To bed! 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning : • 
And'if tho^ canst awake by four o' the clock, , 

1 pr»y thee, tall me. Sleep hath seizM me wholly, , . 

[ExitLdidy^ 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night. 
Guard me, beseech ye ! 

[Sle^s, lachimo from (he Trunks 

laeh. The crickets sing, and man's o'er-laboor'd 
sense ' 
Repairs itself by rest: Onr Tarquin thus 
Did softly pr^s the rushes,* ere he waken'd 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom'st thy bed ! fresh lily f 
And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch ! 
Batkis^! one kiss! Rubies unparagon'd, 
H6w dearly they dot. — Tis her breathing that 
Perfuihes the chamber thus: The flame o ' the taper 
Bows toward her; and would underpeep her lids, 
To^see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows: White and azure, lac'd ^ 
Wih blue of heav'ns own tinct.f But my design? 
Tbtjote the chamber: — ^I will write all down: 
Such,* and ^uth pirtures; — There the window:- 

Such 
Tie adornment of her bed; — The arras,t figures, 
W^hy, such, and such:— And the contents o' the sto 

ry,^ 

Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Woul4 testily to enrich mine inventory: 
ihe^y thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 

*It was anciently the custom to strew chamb«n witk' 

f r «; The white skin laced wiXYi bVm N«aau 
/ Tmpeatry. 
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And be her sense but as a nionament, 
Tl)ns in a chapel lying ! — Come off, come o9^— 

[Taking off her Mra^ 
As slippery, as the, Gordian knot was hard! 
'Tis minej and this will witness outwardly, 
As strongly as the conscience do%s within, • 
To the madding of her lord. On her leil breast 
A mole cinque>spotted, like the crimson drops 
I' the bottom of a cowslip: Here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make: this secret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, andta'e^ 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — ^To whaf 

end? ♦ 
Why should I write this down, that's riveted, 
Screw'd to my memory? She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus; here the leaf *s turn'd down. 
Where Philomel gave up; — I have enough: ^ 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it, > 
Swifty swift, you dragons of the night ! — -that dawning 
May bear the raven's eye: I lodge in fear; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

\GoeH into the l^nk. The Scene closes^ 

GOLD. 

'Tis gold 
Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer; and tisgc^ 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the tiiief| 
Nay, sometimes, hangs both thief and true man* 

What 
Can it not do, and undo? 

A SATIRE OF WOMEN. 

Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers? We are bastards aU; 
And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I wajs stamp'd; some coiner with his toolf 
Made me a counterfeit; Yet my mother seem'd 
The Dim of that time*. «o doth my wife 
The nonpariel of t\i\s. — ^0 \etv^e^^^^v^^^'l?«3^wv 
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e of my lawful pleasure she restrainM, 

id pray 'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with 

puaencY* so rosy, the sweet view on't 

igbt well have warm'd old Saturn j that I thousj^t 

i chaste as unsun'd snow : [her 

< • « • • ' ' • 

)uld I find out 

tie woman's part in me ! For there's no motion 
tiat tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
is the woman's part: be it lying, note it, 
be woman's; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers; 
nbitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 
ice longings, slanders, mutability, 
1 faults that may be nam*d, nay that hell knows, 
'hy, hers, in part, or all; but, rather, all: 
)p ev'n to vice 

bej are not constant, but are changing still 
DC vice, but of a minute old, for one 
ot half so old as that. Til write against them, 
etest them, curse them :t— Yet 'tis greater skill 
a true hate, to pray they have their will: 
he very devils cannot plague them better 

ACT III. 

MPATIEKCK^ OF A WIFE TO MEET HER HUSBAND. 

0, for « horse with win ^s ! — Hear'st thou, Pisanio? 
e is^at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
Dw far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
ay plod it in a week, why may not I 
ide thither in a day? — ThenJ^true Pisanip, 
Vho long'st like me, to see thy lord: who long'st,— 
let me bate, but not like me: — yet long'st,— 
It in a fainter kind; — O, not like me; 
»r mine's beyond beyond,) sav, and speak thick,t 
•ovc's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
> the sijAotbering of the sense,) how far it is 
) thi»same blessed Milford: And, by the way, 
■11 me how Wales was made so happy, as 

^Modesty. 

* Cfo ^vd one ulrwd on anolYwr, «l* ^tvaX. «» \«Kfi^ 

n 
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ro inherit siich ft haV'en; But first of all, 
How we may. ^eal from hence; and, for the gap 
That we shall 'make in time, from our hence*-goi 
And oar- return, to excuse: — but first, how 

i hence; 
Why "should excuse be born or e'er begot? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak. 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and hour? 

Pisa. One score, 'twixt sun and si 

Madam^ 's enough for you; and too much too. 

/mOi Why, one that rode to his execution, mai 
Could never go so slow: I have heard of ri( 

wagers. 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i'the clocks behalf: — But this is fooler 
Go, bid my woman feign «l sickness; say 
She'll home to her father: and provide me, prese 
A riding suit; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's* housewife. 

Pisa, Madam, you're best considc 

Imo, I see before me, man, nor here, nor here 
Nor what ensues; but have- a fog in them. 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ytheej 
Do as I bid thee: There's no more to say; . 
Accessible is none but Milford way. \^Exe 

SCENE. Wales. J. mountainow C&UfUry, wti 

Cave. 

Enf^r Belarius, Guidbrius, and ARyiRAom 

BeL A goodly day not to keep ouse^ with such 

Wh^s^ roof's as low as ours! Stoop, boys^ This % 

Instructs you how to adore the heavens; and b 

you 
To: morning's holy office: the gates of monatelifli 
Are ajr ch'd so^bigh) that giants may jetf througl 
And keep their impious turban ds on, without 
Good mqrrow to the sun,-^Hail, thou fair heaW 
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardlf 
As prouder ^vet* do, ^ 

• A fmholdsr. \ ^Mofc> m%&L ^^wswaq % 

t 



Out. Htiljhea?^! 

^rv» Hail, heaven! 

Sd. Now, for our mountain sport: Up toyon hil}. 
Your legs are young; I'll tread these flats. CToBsidely 
When you above perceive me like'a crow, 
That it is place which lessens, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales I hUve told yoU| 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in \Var: 
This service is not servile, so being done, , 

But being so allow'd: To apprehend thus. 
Draws us a profit; from all things we see: 
And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded* beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. 0, this life 
Is nobler,' than attending for a check; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a babe: 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk: 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncross'd: no life to ours.t 
Gui. Out of your proof you speak: we, poor uri- 
fledgM, 
Have never wing'd from view o' the nest; nor know 

not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is best, 
If quiet life be best; sweeter to you, 
That have a sharper known; well corresponding 
With your stiff age; but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance; travelling a-bed; 
A Pfison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. { 

firv. What should we speak of, 

Wlien we are old as you? when we shall hear 
''he rain and wind beat dark December, how 
J[q this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
Theitireezing hours away? We have seen nothing: 
We are beastly; subtle as the fox, for prey; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: 
^up valour is, to chase what flies; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison bvvd^ 

* Sraly-winged. t i. e. Com^aie\. v«\\J^ ^xa:*. 
/ To overpass his bounds. 
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And sing ouV^iiMfdilg^; l¥del j. 

Bel /; Howyoi 

Did^'yotf bJUt|ch(rt^the eity'« usttriew, 
Atid felt fhcm knowingly: the ajrt o*tlie <lom 
As hard to leave, tiskeep^ %vhose topto cliibl 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, tfeat 
The flat's sri bad as falling: the toil of the y 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
V tne name of &me, and honotfr; whfich dies 

search; 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph, ' 
As record of fair act; nay, many times. 
Doth ill deserve by doing well; what's worse 
Must court 'sey at the censure :— O, boys, thit 
The world may read in me: My body's mark 
With Roman swords: and my report was on« 
First with the b6st of note : Cynibeline lov'd 
And when a soldier was the theme, my nam< 
Was not fai* off: Then was I as a tree, 
Whose boughs -did bend with fruit: but in on 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will. 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my k 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui, Uncertain favour ' 

Bel, My fault being nothing (as I have t 
oft,) 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prera 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeli 
I was confederate with the Romans; so. 
Followed my banishment; and, this twenty y 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been mj' 
Where I have liv'd at honest freedom; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in* all 
The fore-end of my time. — But, up to the moc 
This is not hunter's language: — He, that stri 
The venison first, shall be the lord o' the feas 
To him the other two shall minister; 
And we will fear no poison, which attends 
fn place of greater ^^t^. 

How hard it is to YAd^ t\vft %^?ix\» ^'l t^>!&5 



These boys ItHiow little thejr ai^e 80ii» ita the king; 

Nor Cymociiiie sdreains that they are alive. 

They think they are mine : and, though train'd up 

thus meanly 
P the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them, 
In simple attd low things to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydo«?e,— ' 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call'd Guiderius, — Jove! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story: say, Thm mine enemy fell; ^ 
*And^thus 1 set my foot on his neck; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
Th?^t acts mjr words. The younger brother, (jadwal, 
(Ojice Arviragus,) in as like a figure, 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. 

SLANDER. ' 

No, 'tis slander; 
WTiose edge is sharper than the sword; whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile"; whose breath 
Hides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world; kings, queens, and states, 
Maids„matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
J'his viperous slander enters. 

A wipe's innocekct. 

^ False to his bed ! What is it, to be false? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 

To weep 'twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge nft« 

ture, 
*o break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry myself awake? that's false to his bed? 

WOMAN IN man's APPAREL. 

You must forget to be a woma'n; change 
Command into obedience; fear and uicetvels&^ 
/^Ae liandmaids of all women, ox,Tftax^\.\^aS:^\ 
••'oman its pretty self,) to a Yi^^igi\^ <s,«vyc^'?^% 

17» 
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Ready id gibes, qaick-answer'd, saucj, and 
As qaarrelous as the weasel: naj, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 
Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart! 
Alack no remedj^ !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titian;* and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

. SCENE. Before the Cave of Belariua- 

Enter Imogen, in Boy' 8 Clothes, 

lino. I see, man's life is a tedious one: 
I have tir'd myself; and for two nights together 
Have made'the ground my bed. I should be si< 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd tl 
Thou wast within a ken : Jove ! I think. 
Foundations fly the wretched: such, I mean, * 
When they should be reliev'd. Two beggars 
I could not miss my way: Will poor folks lie. 
That have afflictions on them; knowing 'tis 
A punishment, or trial? Yes, no wonder, 
Wnen rich ones scarce tell true: To lapse in fu 
Is sorer, than to lie for need: and falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars. — My dear lord 
Thou art one o* the false ones: Now I think on 
My hunger's gone; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this? 
Here is a path to it: JTis some savage hold: 
I were best not call; I dare not call: yet famine 
Ere clean it o'erthrow natiire, makes it valiant 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards; hardness ev 
Of hardiness is mother. 

LABOUR. 

Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. 

HARMLESS INNOCENCE; 

Imo, Good maslex Wtia itv^ \\.Qt*. 
Before I enter'd\ieTe,\ c;iNV^\%.\A^^^'^ 
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T6ii«vel)egg*<3f, or bought, what I have took: Gddd 
troth, . * 

IJiaye stolen naught; nor would not though I had 
found 

Gold strew'd o' the floor. Herd's money for my meat 

1 would have left it on the board, so soon 

As I had made my meal; and parted 

With prayers for the provider. 
GuK Money, youth ? 

drv, AH gold and silver rather turn to dirt I 

As. 'tis no better reckon^, but of those 

Wio worship dirty gods. 

' ACT IV. 

BEAGGART. 

To who? to thee? What art thou? Have not I 
An arn^ as big as thine? a heart as big? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. 

yOOL-HARDINESS. 

Being scarce made up, 
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors; for the effect of judgment 
Is o(t tlie cause of fear. 

INBORN ROYALTY. 

'0 thou goddess, / 

Thou divine nature, how thyself thou blazon'st 
In these two princely boys! They ai'e as gentle 
As zephyrs blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough, 
Pheir royal blood enchaf 'd, as the rud'st wind. 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 
And niake him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearn'd; honour untaught; 
Civility not seen from other: valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow*d. 

Enter Afif^iAAGus, bearing li&oo^is^^ q» i«flB3kiW>^ 

arms: 
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BeL Look, here he co^ 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms, 
Of ivhat we bUme him for ! 

Arv. TKebirdisdca 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Hare skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty, 
To have tarn'd my leaping time into a crutch. 
Than to have seen this. 

Out: O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well. 
As when thou grew'st thyself. 

Bel, O, melanchol 

Whoever yet could sound thy bottom? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare* 
Might easiliest harbour in ? — ^Thou blessed thing: 
Jove knows what man thou might 'st have made; but I 
rhou*died*st a most rare boy of melancholy! — 
How found you him? 

Aro. Stark,t asyou see: 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 
N^ot as death's dart, being laugh'd at: his right cheel 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Qui. \ Where? 

Arv. O'the floor; 

His arms thusleagu'd: I thoiJ^ht, he slept: and put 
My clouted broguesj from off my feet, whose rude- 
Answered my steps too loud. [pes: 

Gut, ^V'hy, he but sleeps; 

If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee. 

J3rv, With fairest flowers. 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 
I'll sweeteathy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose; nor 
The azur'd hare-bell like thy veins: no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweelf^n*d not thy breath; the ruddock§ vroM 
With charitable bill (0 bill, sore-shaming 

* Slovf-sailing, unmoldy NQ«aeX. \ ^tvC 

^ Shoes plated with Viotu ^ tVfe x^^-Xst^^isv 
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Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie, 

Without a monument !) bring thee all this; 

Yea and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none, 

To winter-ground* thy corse. 

• ^ • * • • 

Bel Great griefs, I see, medicine the less: for 
Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys: 
And, thou^ he came our enemy, remember, 
He was paidf for that: Though'mea^n and mighty, ' 

rotting 
Together, have one dust; yet reverence, 
(That angel of the world,) doth make distinction 
' Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was princely; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe. 
Yet bury him as a prince. : 

Crui, Pray you, fetch him hither, 

Thersites' body is as goofl as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

FUNERAL DIRGE. 

Gui, Fear no more the heat o' the sun, 

Nor the furious winter's rages; ^ 

Thou thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages: 
Golden lads and girls all must. 
As i-Jiimney'Sweepers come to dust. 
Arv. Fear no more the frown o' the great. 

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke; 
Care no more to clothe- and eat; 

To thee the reed is|ast he oak: 
The soeptre, learning physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 
Gui. Fear no more the lightning- flash, 
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Gui. Fear not slander, censure J rash; 
Jlrv. Thou hast linish'd joy and moan* 
Both, All lovers, young, ail lovers must 

Consign§ to thee, and come to dust. 

^ •Prdbably a corrupt readm^ fex -UHiKeT tqux\.\ "^^^ 
Coma. ' \ Putv\sV\fiA.. . 

t Judgment. ^ Scq\ vVift li^awa ^wxVt^sX* 
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G^ No «xorciser barm thee ! 

Aro, Nor no witchcraft charm thee! . / 

QuL Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Arc. Nothing ill come near theel 

Both, Quiet consummation have^ 

Andrenownedbe thy gravel . 

IMOGEN AWAKING. 

Fes, sir, to Milford-Haven; 
Which is the way ? 

[ thank you — By yon busl^? — Pray, how far thither? 
•Ods pittikins!* — can it be six miles yet? 
I have gone all night : — 'Faith, PU lie down and sleep, 
But, soft! no bedfellow: — 0, gods and goddesses! 

[Seeir^ the body 
These flower^are like the pleasures of the world; 
iThis bloody man, the care on't. — I hope, I dream; 
For, 90, 1 thought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honest creatupes: But 'tis not so; 
*Twas but a boltf of nothing, shot at nothing, 
Which the brain makes of fumes: Our very eyes. 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind,* good faith 
I tremble still with fear: but if there be 
Yet l^'lt in heaven as small a drop of pity 
Ag a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it I 
The dream's nere still: even wnen I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 



ACT V. 

A ROUTED ARMT. 

No blame be to you, sir: for all was lost, 
But that the heavens fouent : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken. 
And but the ba,cks of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a straight lane; the enemy full-hearted» 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to £)'t, struck down 
dome mortally, son^e slightly touch'd, some falling 

^^This diminutive adjuration is derived from Ood^M m§ 



HAMLET. 

Ifertlj thraagh Ibi^r; that ih<i Btrai^ put wii 

daxnxn*d* 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd shame. 

DEATH. 

I, in mine own wo chsirm'd, 
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan; 
Norfeelhim where he struck: Being an uglymon* 

ster, 
*Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds. 
Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i' the war. 



HAMLET. 
ACT I. 

, PRODIGIES. 

IN the most high and pal my j state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
The graves stood tcnantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman strpets 

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 
pisasters in the sun; and the moist star,J 
l^poa whose influence Neptune's empire stands, 
»» as sick almost to doomsday with eclipse. 

GHOSTS VANISH AT THE CROWING OP A COCK. 

Ber» It was about to speak virhen the cock crew 
Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing 
jupon a fearful summons. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet of the morn, 
I^otb with his lofty and shrill sounding throat 
. Awake the god of day; and, at his warning, 

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 
" The extravagant and erring§ spirit hies 
I i** his confine: and of the truth herein ' 

I This present object made probation.!)^ 

/ ^ Blocked up^ t Victorious. \ HiYiia tfi^QMb 
f i Wnndering. II Proof. 

I IV. 
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THE RSTEREICCE PAID TO CHRISTMAS TIME. 

It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated. 
This bird of dawning singeth all night long; 
And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad; 
The nights are wholesome; then qo planets strike. 
No fairy takes^ nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is tte time. 

MORNING. 

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

REAL GRIEF. 

Seems, rtiadam! nay, it is; I know not seems. 
'Tis not alone, my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 
Nor the dejected 'haviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief, 
That can denote me truly: These, indeed, seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play: 
But I have* that withicj which passeth show; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of wo. 

IMMODERATE GRIEF DISCOMMENDED. 

'Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, 
let, 4 

To give these mourning duties to your fathers 
' But, you must know, your father lost a fathery 
That father lost his; and the survivor bound 1 
In filial obligation, for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow : But to persevere ^^ 
In obstinate condolement. is a course jj 

Of impious stubbornness^ 'tis unmanly griefd 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven: 
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient; ^ 
An understanding simple and unschool'd: ,, 
For what, we know, must be, and is as coi 
As any the most vvA?;^ VVvvcv^\a ^«vv^^ ^ 
Why skould we, lu out ^t^N\^\^v^i^^ 



HAMLET. 

ake it to heart ? Fie ! 'tis a fault to heaven, 
fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 
reason most absurd; whos^ common theme 
death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
rora the first corse, till he that died to-day, 
his must be so, 

UMLET's S0LIL0(iUr ON HIS mother's MAR.bUGI. 

0, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 

haw, and resolve* itself into a dew! 

r that the Everlasting had not fix'd 

is canont 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God' 

ow weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 

■em to me all the uses of this world ! 

ie on't! O fie! 'tis an unweeded garden, 

hat grows to seed; things rank, and gross in nature, 

)ssess it merely rt That it should come to this! 

It two months dead! — nay, not so mu^h, not two* 

• excellent a king; that was, to this, 

Fperion§ to a satyr: so loving to my mother, 

hat he might, not beteem|| the winds of heaven 

sit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 

ust I remember ? why, she would hang on him, 

J if increase of appetite had grown 

' what it fed on : And yet, within a month,' — 

■t me not think on't; — Frailty, thy name is wo 

man ! — 
little month; or ere those shoes were old, 
ith which she follow'd my poor father's body, 
ke Niobe, all tears; — why she, even sift, — 
heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason 
ould have mourn'd longer — married with mj 

N uncle, 
f father's brother; but no more like my father, 
van 1 to Hercules: Within a month: 
e yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
id left the flushing in her galled eyes, 
e married : — O most wicked speed, to post ' 
ith such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 
is not, nor it cannot come to, good, 

• Dissolvo, t I.aw. \^Tiics 

§ Ap0Ho, H SufTer. 
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TH* EXTENT bP HUMAJ* PERFECTION. 

He was a nlani take him for all in all^ 
[ shall not look upon his like again. 

CAUTIONS TO YOUNG P.EMALES. 

For I amlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it I fashion, and a toy in blood: 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute: ^ 

No more. 

* « * « *. 

Then weigh what loss yonr honour may sustaifii 
!f with too credent* ear you Ustt his songs; 
Or lose your heart: or your chaste treasure op«< 
To his unmaster'dj importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister: 
Audi keep you in the rear of your affection, 
Out of the stiot and danger of desire. 
The chariest§ maid is prodigal enough, 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon: 
Virtue itself 'scapes not calumnious strokes: 
The canker galls the infants'of the spring. 
Too oft before their buttons be disclos'd; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

SATIRE ON UNGRACIOUS PASTORS. 

I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 
As watchman to my heart : But, good my brotheri 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whilst, like a puff 'J and reckless|| libertine, 
Himself the primjrose path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own reed. If • 

ADViGE TO' A SON GOING TO TJKAVEL., 

Grive thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any uagroportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but. by no meaqs vulvar. » 
The friends t\\ou h^sl,^^^ their adoption tried^ 

§ Most cautious. ^ C«^\^»i^ 

^ Regards not Viis own \«Mon». 
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Grapple thein to ihy soul with hooks oi steel; 
But do not dull thy palm* with entertainment 
Of each new-hatcn'd, unfledgM comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel: but, being in, 
Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice: 
Take each man's censure,t but reserve thy judg 

ment. 
€ostly thy habit as thy purse can buy. 
But not expressed in fancy; rich, not gaudy: 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man; 
And they in France, of the best rank and statioui 
Are most select and generous,J qhief § in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be: 
for loan oft loses both itself and friend; ' 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. || 
This above all, — To thine own. self be true: 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 

HAMLET ON THE APPEARANCE OP HIS FATHER*S 

• GHOST. 

Angels and ministers of grace defend us! — 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd. 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blastsfrom hell 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
l^hou com'st in such a question ablelT shape, 
T'hat I will speak to thee; I'll call thee Hamlet, 
^ing, father, royal Dane: O, answer me: 
l^et me not burst in ignorance! but tell 
^hy thy canon iz'd bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn'd, 
Hathop'd his ponderous Vind marble jaws. 
To cast thee up again! What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel ' * 
I^evisit'st thu^ the glimpses of the moon, 
Waking rjight hideous; and we fools of nature, 

• Palm of the hand. f Opiuion. i; ^^VAfc» 
i ChieHy. jl Economy. ^ C«aN^s«a5^s», 
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So horriWy ta sh^ke oup dia^positi^ ,* M * , j - ' ^ 
With thoughts beyoad the reaches of our aouW H 

^nt MfSCHIBFS IT Mi<SHT TEMP* KtM TO. ^■ 

What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, . > ' 

That beetiest o'er his base into the sea? 
And there assume 'some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason. 
And draw you into madness? think of it: 
The very place puts toys| of desperation. 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 
And hears it roar beneath. 

SCENE. J[ more remote part of the Platform. 
Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham, Whither wilt thou lead me? speak, I'll gt 
no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. 1 will. 

Ghost. V My ho^r is almost come. 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting.flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. • ' 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when liiou shalt 

Ham. What? [hear. 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 
And, for the day, confin'dto fast in fires, 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature. 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To»t^ll the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul; freeze thy young blood; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from theif 

spheres; 
Thf knotted and combined locks to part, 

♦ Frame. + Hangs. \'W)KvTOa. 
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Like quilb upon t&elrWMporeupiri^: ' * 
But this eternal blazon* must not be ', ' 

To e^rsfoMlefih and bloddj— List, list, O, list I*- 
If eifei< tliou didst thj dear father love.— — *- 

Ham, O heaven ! 

Ghiil, Revenge his foul and most unnatural nmr ' 
der. 

Ram. Mtttder! ' 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it; that I, with wings as 
swift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, x 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Crhost. I find thee apt; 

And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Would'st thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear 
'Tis given out, that sleeping in my orchard,! • 
A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou nbble youth, 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life. 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. 0, my prophetic soul ! my uncle ! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
With vi^itchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 
(0 wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his shame/ul lust 
The will of my most seeminj^ virtuous qu^en : 
0, Hamlet, what a falling-ofi was there! 
Prom me whose love was of that dignity. 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven; 
Solust, though to a radiant a.tv%e\ \\tvV?^^ 

* Display. \ G^jj^^xv. 

IS* 
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Win sate* itself in a celestial bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft! metbinks, I scent the morning air; ^ 

Brief let me be:^Sieeping within mine ordit^ 

My custom always of the afternoon, 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebenonf in a vial. 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 

The leperous distilment • whose eflfect 

Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 

That swift as quicksilver, it courses through 

The natural gates and alleys o( the body; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 

And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The' thin and wholesome blood: so did it mine; 

And a most instant terttej bark'd about, 

Most lazar-§Uke, vile and loathsome crust. 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of liie, of crown, of queen, at once despatched:] 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

Unhousel'd,ir disappointed,** unanel'd;tt 

No reckoning made but sent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head : 

O, horrible! 0, horrible! most horrible! 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not: 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act. 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 

Against thy mother aught; leave her to heaver; 

And to those thorns that inher bo:>om lodge, 

To prick and sting her. Fare thoe well at once 

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 

And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire: 

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. [Exii 

* Satiate. f Henbane. t Scab, scurf. 

§ Leprous. II Bereft. 

IT Without havrngr Yccevvfe^ Wva %^^\^xcvsv!&. 
•• Unappomted, vit\ipTe\k;xie^. 
ft Without ex.lremeuTvcV\otv. 
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Mam, OiAH yoti host of heaven! earth fXV^at 

^nd shalM couple hell? — O fi^!— Hold, hold, my 

Ijeartj 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, ' . 
But bear me stiffiy Up ?— Reibember thee ? 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a scat 
In this distracted globe.* Remember thee? 
Vea, from the table of my menfibry 
Hi wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All sawsf of books, all forms, all pressures past, 
That youth, and observation copied there; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baser matter: yes, by heaven, 
most pernicious woman' 
villaih, villain, smiling, damned villain! 
My tablesjj — m^et it is, I ^et it down, 
That one may smil^, and smile, and be a villain: 
At least, I am sur.e, it rjiay be so in Denmark: 

[WrUttig. 
So, uncle, there you are. Nowto my word: 
KX'Ui JldieUf-adteu! remember me. 

actIi. 

OPHELIA'S DESCRIPTION OF HAMLET'S MAU 
ADDRESS TO HER. 

My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
liOrd Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac'd; 
No hat upon his head; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved§ to his ankle; 
Pstle as his shirt; his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 
As if he had been loosed ouJt of hell, 
* speak of horrors, — he comes^before me. 

Pol, Mad for thy love? 

Oph. My lord, I do not kBam 

9ttt, truly , I do fear it. » 

^ Head. t Sayings, seul^TvcMU 

t H^morandum-book. 
' § Hanging down like fatiere. 
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Pd.' ' What said he^ 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held m( 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal of tny face, 
As he would draw it. Long staj'd he so; 
At last — a little shaking of mine arm. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and dowx 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound, 
As it did seem to shatter all his hulk,* 
And end his being: That done, he lets me go 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn'a, 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes: 
For out o' doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

OLD AGE. 

lieshrew my jealousy ! 
It seems it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, - 
As it is common for the youngef sort 
To lack discretion. 

# 

HAPPINESS CONSISTS IN OPINION. 

Why, then 'tis none to you; for there is i 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so; 
it is a prison. 

REFLECTIONS Olf MAN. 

I have of late, (but, wherefore, I know nc 
all my mirth, forgone all custom of exercise 
indeed, it goes so heavily with my dispositio 
this goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a 
promontory; this most excellent canopy, tte a 
jrou, this brave o'erhanging firmament, thi 
jestical roof fretted with golden fire, whj 
pears no other thing to roe, than a foul and p 
congregation of vapours. What a piece of^ ' 
man ! How noble in reason ! how infinite in fa< 
in form and moving, how express and admira 
action, how like an angel ! in apprehension, h 
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• 

• god ! the beauty of the world ! the paragon of 
tnimals! And yet, to me, what is this quintessence 
of dust? Man delights not me, nor woman neither; 
though, by jour smiling, you seem to say so. 

hamlet's reflections on the player and 

HIMSELF. 

.0, what a rogue and peasant slave am I! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul to his ^wn conceit. 
That from her working, all his visage wann'd; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit.^And all for nothing! 
For Hecuba! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to HeQuba, 
That he. should weep for her? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have? He would drown the stage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 
Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed, 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, ' 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 
Like John a-dreams,unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing; no, not for a king. 
Upon whose property, and most dear life, 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward? 
Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 
Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie ilh 

throat,. 
As deep as to the lungs? Who does me this? 
Ha! 

Why, 1 should take it: for it cannot.be, 
But I am pigeon liver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter; or, ere this, 
I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave »s offal : B\ooAy , >a^>N <\^ \^^\xv\ ^ 
fteiDorse]ess,treach«rous,\ec\iWo\x%,>5A\v^^'^^^'*^^ 
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Whjf what an a^s am I? Thid is most braise, ' 

That I, the son of a dear father murdered, 

Frompted to my revenge by heaVen and hell, 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with wo 

And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 

A scullion. 

Fie uponH! fob! About my brains t Humph! 

heard, • 
That guilty creatures, sitting at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been i^riick so to the soul, that presently 
They have proclaimed their malefactions: 
i?*or murder, thoush it have no tongue^ will sp 
With most miraculous organ. I'll have these f 
tlay something like the murder of my fatheri 
Before mine uncle ; I'll observe his looks: 
I'll tent him to the quick; if he do blench, 
I know my course. The spirit I have seen, 
May be a devil: and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and, perhap 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, . 
r As he is very potent with such spirits) 
Abuses me to damn me: I'll have grounds 
More relative than this: The play's the thing 
Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king 

ACT III. 

HYPOCRISY. 

We are oft to blame in this. 
'Tis too much prov'd, — that,'with devotion's vi 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King. O, 'tis too true ! how sma 

A lash that speech doth give my conscience ! 
The harlot's clieek, beautied with plasteringtfl 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my deed to my most painted word. 

S0I.lL0q,\3Y^ 01( U.F& AND DEATH. 

,To be, OT not to \ie, V^aaX. Va tV^ c\^'t^NAa\vv-^ 
W^belher 'tis nobW \ii tVt m\tt^^v^wiv^«a 
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The slingg and i^rrows of outrageous fortune; r 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles^ 
And by opposing, end them? — To die, — to sleepi-i- 
No more;— and, by a sleep, to say we end . 
The heart-ach, and the thousand natural shocks 
' That flesh is heir to, — 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die; — ^to sleep; — 
To sleep! perchance to dream; — ay, there's the rub: 
For in that sleep qf death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,* 
Must give us pause : There's the respect,t 
That makes calamity of so long life : 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
Jhe oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,} 
The pan^s of despised love, the law's delay, 
TTie msolence of office, and the spurns ' 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When her himself might his quietus§ make 
With a bare bodkin ?|| who would fardelsIT bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life; 
Bat that the dread of somethipg after death, — 
The un disco ver'd country froni whose bourn** 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will; 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we kn,ow not of! 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 
^nd thus the native hue of resolution 
's sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought; 
«^d enterprises of great pith and moment, 
*Mth this regard, their currents turn away, 
And lose the name of action. 

CALUMNY. 

Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou 
'flalt not escape calumny. 

A DISORDERED MIND. 

^0, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 

^he courtier's, soldier's, scholar's,eye, tongue, sword: 

* he expectancy and rose of the fair state, 

* Stir, bustle, f GonsideTi^idoii. \;f^\ii^«QKi». 
§AcquitUnce, \\ The atvcieiilL A«na tei ^^^SJ5»iS^^^ap«- 
^ Pack, burden. ** Boundary t'^ECuXA* 
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The class of fashion, and the mould* of form, 
The abserv'd of all observers! auite» quite dow- 
And I, of ladies most* deject and wretched, 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows, 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason^ 
Like sweet bells jangled, qut of tune and harsl^/ 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youtl 
Blasted with ecstasy. t 

HAMI^ET'S instructions to TftE PLAYERS. 

Speak the speech, I pray yo'i, as I pronouncetj 
you, trippingly on the t9ngue: but ifyoumoutl 
as many of our players do, 1 had as lief the town-c 
spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too n 
with your hand, thus: but use all gently: for in 
very torrent, tempest, and (as I may «ay) whirh 
of your passion, you must acquire and beget a 1 
perance that may give it smoothness. O, it off 
me to the soul, to hear a robustious periwig-^p 
fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to 
the ears of the groundlings^^: who, for the most j 
are caj)able of nothing but inexplicable dumb shi 
and noise : I would have such a fellow whipped 
out-doing Termagant; it out-herods Herod.§ 1 
you, avoid it. 

Play, I warrant your honour. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither, but let your 
discretion be your tutor: suit the action to the vi 
the word to the action; with this special observa 
that you o'erstep not the modesty of nature: 
any thing so overdone is from the purpose of plaj 
whose end^ both at the first, and now, was, and i 
hold, as ^twere the mirror up to nature^ to s 
virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, 
the very age and body of the time his form 
pressure. IT Now this, overdone, or come tardy 

* The model by whom all endeavoured to form tl 
selves. t Alienation of mind. 

t The meanet people then, seem to have sat in the ] 
i Herod*8 chaxaclQT >n«b vXn^v^nSs^qc^.. 
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though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot hut Inake 
tite judicious griere; the censure of which one, must 
in your allowance,* overweigh a whole theatre of 
others. 0, there he players, that I have seen play, 
— and heard others praise, and that highly, — not to 
speak it profanely, that, neither having tne accent 
of christians, nor the gait of christian, pagan, nor 
man, have so strutted, and bellowed, that I have 
thought some of nature's journeymen had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated humanity so 
abominably. 

Play. I hope^ we have reformed that indifferently 
with us. 

Ham. 0, reform it altogether. And, let those that 
play your clowns, speak no more than is set down 
for then^, for there be of them, that wUl themselves 
laagh, to set on some quantity of barren spectators 
to laugh too; though in the meantime, some necessair 
questionf of the play be then to be considered: 
that's villanous; and shows a most pitiful ambition 
in the fool that uses it. 

O^ FLATTERY, AND AN EVEN-MINDED ^AN. 

Nay, do not think I flatter: 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 
To feed and clothe thee? Why shouldf the poor be 

flatter'd? 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp; 
And crook the pregnant:^ hinges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou^hear' 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice, 
And could of men distinguish her election, 
She hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing, 
A man that fortune's buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'en with e(jual thanks: and blessed are those 
Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled| 
Tha;t they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 

* Approbation. \ CouNQtMXvaii^ ^^^'qecia^ 

t Quick, ready. 

19 
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To muhd whatt #top shie please : Give me tliat mm 
That is not passion^ slave, and I will wear him 
In my. hearth core, ay in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee. 

MIDiriOHT. 

'Tisnow the very witching time of night; 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes oat 
Contagion to this world: Now could I drink hot 

blood, 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft: now to my mother .-«- 
O, heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom: 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural: 
I will speak daggers to her, but use none. 

THE 'KING'S LESPAIRINO SOOLO^UT, AND BAMLIT^I 

REFLECTIONS ON HIH. 

0, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 
A brother's murder ! — Pray can i not, 
Though inclination be as sharp as will : 
j>Iy stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 
And, like a man to double business bound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood? 
Is there not ram enough in the sweet heavens, 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy, 
But to confront the visage of offence? 
And what's in pxayer, but this two-fold force, — 
To be forestalled ere we come to fall. 
Or pardon'd, being down? Then 111 look up; 
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder J 
That cannot be; since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murder,. 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my qtiecn. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 
In the ^rrapted cuneiiVA oi >i!D^ ^otV^ 
Ofience^a guded Yiaxid in».v ^q»n^ Vj \^]e»5ia^^ 
And oft 'tis seen, the -wVc^l^^ ^t\ta \\a«aS* 
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Biws out the law: But tis not so alcove: ^ 
TEere is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature; and we ourselves compelled 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, . 
To give in evidence. What then? what rests? 
Try what repentance can: What can it not? 
Yet What can it, when one cannot repent? 
wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 
limid* soul; that struggling to be free, 
Art more engag'd! Help angels, make assay !^ 
Bow, stubborn knees! and, heart with strings of 

steel; 
Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe; 
All may be well ! [Retireg and kneelt 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham, Now might I do it pat, now he is praying, 
And now I'll do't; and so he goes to heaven: 
And so am I reveng'd ? That would be scann'd:t 
A villain kills my father; and, for that, 
I, his solej: son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary,§ not revenge. 
He took my father grossly; full of bread: 
With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May 
And, how his audit stands, who knows, save heaveii ? 
But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him: And am I then revenged. 
To take him in the purging of his soul. 
When he is fit and seasoned for his passage? 
No. 

Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent:|| 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage; 
Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed; 
At gaming, swearing; or about some act 
That has np relish of salvation in't : 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven: 
And that his soul may be as damn'd, and black. 
As hell, whereto it goes. r 

♦ Caught as with bird-lime, 
f 5/iouid be considered. \Citv\^. 

§ Reward, U Seizr. h\TO at a moT^\vo\^\^ ^^'«^*^- 
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I HAMLST AMD^ HI0 MffTHBRi 

Queen* Wnat bave I done^ Uioi|i dar'rt^ wag t 
totigue 
In noise so rude against me? - ^ 

Ham. Such an act. 

That blues the grace and blttsh of modest j; 
Calls virtue, hvpocrite; takes off the rose « 

From the fair lorehead of an innoeent love. 
And sets a blister there^ makes marriage vows 
As false as dicers' oaths: O, such a^ deed 
As from the body of contraction* plucks 
The very soul; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words: heav'n's face doth glow; 
Yeiv, this solidity and compound mass, 
With tristfulf-visage, as against the doom, 
Isthought-sickat the act. 

Queen. Ah me, what act, 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index?! 

Ham, Look here, upon this bicture, and on tiii 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow: 
Hyperion*s§ curls; the front of Jove himself: 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A station II like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing nill; 
A combination, and a form, indeed, 
Where every god did seem to set his seal. 
To give the world assurance of a man: 
This was your husband. — Look you now, wl 

lows: 
Here is your husband; like a mildew'd ear, 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to fe 
And battenir on this moor? Ha! have 3^ou ei 
You cannot call it love; for, at your age, 1 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, 'tis hunrf 
And waits upjQn the judgment: And whatj 
Would step from this to this? Sense,** surtf 

* Marriage contract. \ SottowfuL J 

t Index of contents preftxeA. Vo «u >a«i<iV. J 
§ Apollo's. II The act o? alaxii^YU^* '^ T 
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re, could jext^mii^htLwer jno^mnz- But, 'sfty^ ^fbat 



ipopl^x'd; for madness would not err t 

►r sense to ecstasy* li^as ne'er so thraiPd, • 

t it resenr'd ^me quantity of chmce, 

• serve in such a difference. What devil wasH, 

latthus hath cozen'd you at hoodmah blind ff- 

es veithout feeling, feeling without sight, 

rs without hand or eyes, smelting sans| all, 

but a sickly part of one true sense 
uld not so mope,§ 

shame! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell, 
thou canst mutine m a matron's bones, 
> flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
d melt in her own fire: Proclaim no shame, 
hen the compulsive ardour gives the charge: ' 
ice frost itself as actively doth burn, 
d reason panders will. 

Queen. .0 Hamlet, speak no tnore. 

lou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul; 
d there i see such black and grained spots, 

will not leave their tinct. || 

Entfr GhoSt. 
Ham. Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
u heavenly guards ! — ^What would your gracious 

figure? 
Queen, Alas, he's mad. 

Ham, Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
lat, laps'd in time and passion, let's go by 
le important acting of your dread command? 
say! 

Ghost, Do not forget* This visitation 
l>ut to whet thy almost blunted purpose, 
t, look! amazement oh thy mother sits: 
step between her and her fighting soul: 
nceitir in weakest bodies strongeS works; 
eak to her, Hamlet. ' 

Ham, How is it with you, lady? 

^tfe^n. Alas, how is't with you? 

Frenzy. t Blindman's-buff. % Wilhc^wl, 

Be BO stupid. || Colour ^ Imoifnxv^Woiw 
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Thait jwi do bend jronr ere. on raieaaicTy 
And with the incorporeal air do hold disconnM 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 
Your bedded hair, Uke life in excrements,* 
Starts up, and stands on end. O, gentle son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper^ 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you looli 
Ham. On him! On him! — Look you, how p 
glares! 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to sto 
Would make them capable. t — Do not look upo 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stern effects :{ then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance,§ for 
Queen, To whom do you speak this.^ 
Ham, Do you see nothing there 

Q^een, Nothing at all; yet all, that is, I see. 
Httm, Nor did you nothing hear.^ 
Queen, No, nothing, but ourselves. 
Ham, Why, look you there ! look, how it 
away! 
My father, in his habit as he l^v'd ! 
Look, where he goes, ev'n now, out at the port 

[Exit G 
Queen, This is the very coinage of your br? 
This bodiless creation ecstasy |{ 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham, Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep tin 
And makes as healthful music: It is not madne 
That I have uttered: bring me to the test, 
And 1 the matter will re-word: which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of gra( 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but my madness speak 
It will but skin ana film the ulcerous place; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 

* The hair of aniniaU \b QTiQietaentitioui^, that is, v 
hie or sensation. 

f Intelligent, % N.cx:\WNa« 

4 Porhaps, ^^1^10:3 • 
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Infects tyise«Bi Confess yourself to Hearen ; 

Repent what's past; avoid what is to come; 

And do not spread the compost* on the weeds, 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue 

For in the fatness of these pursy times, 

Virtue itse!f of vice must pardon beg; 

Yea, curbf and woo, for leave to do nim good. 
Queen, O Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart in 

twain* * 
Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night, but go not to my uncle's bed; 
Assume a virtue, if you Jiave it not. 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat ' 
Of habit's devil, 19 angel yet in this; 
That to the use of actions f^ir and good ' 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery. 
That aptly is put on: Refrain to-night; 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy : 
For use almost tan change the stamp of nature, 
And either curb the devil, or throw nim out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night 
•And when you are desirous to be bless'd, 
Wl Messing beg of you. — For this same lord, 

[P ointing*to ^oi^oifivs, 
I do repent : But heaven hath pleas'd it so, — 
To punish me with this, and this with me. 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 
J will bestow him, and will ans>ver well 
The death I gave him. So, again; good night! 
I^must be cruel, onl}' to be kind: 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind.^— 
But one word more, good lady. ' 

r^^e^t. What shall I»do? 

Sam. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do* . 
^t the bloat king tempt you again to bed; i 

^inch wanton on your cheek; call you his moused 
And let him, for a pair of reechy§ Kisses^ 

*Mama». ) t Bend. % K \«tttL ^l voJ^ft^aewsB^fiu 
§ SteanuDg with he^lL 
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Or paddling in your neck with hits damn'dfi 
Mase you to ravel all this matter out^ 
That I essentially am not in madness, 
But mad in craft. 'Twere good, you let hii 
For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wis 
Would from a paddock* from a bat, a giH,t 
Such dear conecrnin^s hide ? Who would do 
No, in despite of sense s(hd secresy, 
Unpeg the basket on the house's top. 
Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape. 
To try conclusions,]: in the basket creep, 
A.nd break your own heck down. 

Queen. Be thou assured, if words be madeo 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham, I must to England: you know that? 

Qiu:en. A\ 

I had forgot; 'tis so concluded on* 

Ham. There's letters seal'd: and my tw( 
fellows,-^ 
Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd,§ 
They bear the mandate^ they must sweep m 
Aitd marshal me to knavery : Let it work; 
For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer 
Hoist from his own petar:|| and it shall go h 
But I will defv^ one yard below their mines 
A nd blow them at the moon. 

» ' '" 

ACT IV 

hamlet's irresolution. 
How all occasions do inform against me, 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man, 
(f his chief good, and marketlT of his time, 
Be but to sleep, and feed? a beast, no more. 
Sure, h^, that made us with such large disc( 
Looking before, and after, gave us not 
I'hat capability and godlike reason 

* Toad. "t Gat. % Experiments. 

§ Having tVieiT leeV\i. 

P Blown up witVi Yna t>>iiii\wsn^ ^'^t^ 

*♦ Power of compi«\i«w»oti 



st* in at a«irt'd% Npw, whethet it be 

1 oblinoB, ^r some cravf nf scruple 

inking too preciselj on the event, — 

leht, which, quartered, hath but one part vrifh 

dom, 

5ver, three parts coward, — ^I do not know 

jret I live to say, This ihing^g to do; 

1 have cause, and will, and strength, ami 

means, « 

t. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me: 

!68, ^is army of such mass, ^d charge, 

y a delicate and tender prince; 

e spirit, with dirine ambition pufifd, 

9 mouths at the invisible event; 

iing what is mortal, and unsure, 

. that fortune, death, and danger, dare, 

fdr an eg^-shell. Rightly to be great, 

: to stir without great argument; 

reatly to find quarrel in a straw, 

1 honour's at the stake. How stand I th^en, 

have a father kilPd, a mother stain 'd 

ements of my reason, and my blood. 

et all sleep? while, to my shame,! see 

mminent death of twenty thousand men, 

for a fantasy, and trick of fame, 
their graves like beds: fight for a plot 
eon the numbers cannot try the cause, 
h is not tomb enough, and continent, 
de the slain? — 0, from this time forth, 
loughts be bloody, or be nothing worth! 

SORROWS RARELY SINGLE. 

rertrude, Gertrude, 

I sorrows come, they come not single spies, 

i baltalious! 

THE DIVINITY OF KINGS. 

him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person} 
j's such a divinitv doth hedge a king, 
treason can but keep to what it would, 
ittle of his will. 

DIP mouldy. 

ivardly. \ ^Vivc%% ^ 
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Q^een, There is a iinlWw grows ascjEmot ithe bi 
That shows his hoar leaves ia the g^ssy stream; 
There with fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long piirpl^^#^ 
That Uheralf ^epherds gire a grosser najtne, dfr 

But our cold maias do dead men's fikgers ckU tfacmfl 
There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 4,^^. 
Clambering to hang, an envious slive^ bxojce: 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself. 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide; 
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up: 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes; ' 
As one incapable j: of her own distress, 
Or like a creature native and indu'd 
Unto that element: but long it could not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
PuU'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

ACT V. 

hamlet's reflections on yorice's scull. 

OravC'diggdr, A pestilence on him for a mad 
rogue! he poured a, flagon of Rhenish on my head 
once, this same scull, sir, was Yorick's scull, the 
king's jester. ^ 

Ham, This? [Takes t?ie mH 

Ch'ave'digger» E'en that. 

Ham, Alas! poor Yorick! — I knew him, Horatio, 
a fellow of infinite jest; of most excellent fancy: he 
hath borne me on his back a thousand times; and' 
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is ! my gorge 
rises at it. Here hung those lips, that I have.kissed 
I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now? 
your gambols? your songs? your flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table on a roar? Not one 
now to mock your own grinning? quite chap-fallen? 
Now gH jo\x to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let 

* Orchis morio mas. ^ "V vc^uXAOvja. Wqsat^^^^iv 
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It an inch tbiek. to tliis h,w6xa* she most 
Lake her laugh at that. 

• OPHELIA *S INTERMENT. 

Lay her i' the earth; 
n her fair and unpolluted flesh, 
lets spring! — I tell thee, churlish prie^li 
erin^ angel shall my sister be, 
aou best howling. 

MELANCHOLY. 

s mere madness: 

s awhile the fit will work on him. 

; patient as the female dove, 

lat her golden couplets are discloVd,") 

kce will sit drooping. 

PROVIDENCE DIRECTS OUR ACTIONS. 

bat should teach us, 

a divinity that shapes our ends 

lew them how we will. 

^ A HEALTH. 

n€ the cups; 

he kettle to the trumpet speak, 

npet to the cannoneer witnout, 

pons to the heavens^ the heaven to earth. 

king drinks to Hamlet, 



JULIUS CESAR, 
• ACT L 

PATRIOTISM. 

T is that you would impart to me? 

lUght toward the general good, 

•ur in one eye, and death i' the other, 

ill look on both indifTerently : 

the gods so speed me, as I love 

le ofhonour more than I fear death. 

CONTEMPT OF CASSIUS FOR CESAB* 

born free as Cesar*, so YJf^t^ ^o^* 
tenance, complexioiL ^ I^^vOdm^ 



BEAtTTISB OF SHAK^EARE. 

We both have fed as well; and we c&n both 

Endure the winter'is cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gusty* day, 

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 

Cesar said to me, Barest thou, Cassius, now 

Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And swim to yonder point? Upon the word, ^ 

Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in, ' 

And bade him follow: so, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar'd; aiid we did buffet it 

With lusty sinews; throwing it aside 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 

But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 

Cesar cry 'd, Help me, Cassius, or 1 sink,^ 

I, as ^neas, our great ancestor. 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 

The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Til 

Did I the tired Cesar: And this man 

Is now become a god; And Cassius is 

A wretched creature, and must bend his body> 

If Cesar carelessly but nod on him. ^j 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And, when the fit was on him, I did mark. 

How he did shake: 'tis true, this god did shake: 

His coward lips did from their colour fly; 

And that s^me eye, whose bend doth awe the world 

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him gpan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 

Mark him, and write his speeches in their books; 

Alas! it cried, Oive me some drink, Titinius, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temperf should 

So get the start of the majestic world,. 

And bear the palm alone. [Shout. Flouruh, 

Bru, Another general shout ! 
I do believe, that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap'd on Cesar. 

Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narroif 
world, 

•Windy. ^ T^m^ewsftaxiX.^ wjoafioS^^ ' 
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I ike a Colossus: and wc pettj n^en 
Walk under his hu^e legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates; 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus, and Cesar: What should be in that Cesar? 
\Yhj should that name be sounded more than yours? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; , 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure them, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cesar. [ShouL 
Now in the names of all the gods at once. 
Upon what meat doth this our Cesar feed, 
That he is grown so great? A^e, thou art sham'd: 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there bv an age, since the great flood, 
But it was fam'd wfth more than with one man? 
When could they say, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That hjer wide walks encompassed but one man? 
Cesar's disliec of cassius. 
'Would he were fatter: — But I fear him not: 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
1 do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much: 
He is a great observer, and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays, 
As thou dost, Antony: he hears no music: 
Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort, 
^^ if he mock'd himself, and scorn'd his spirit, 
That could be mov'd to smile at any thing; 
3uch men as he be never at heart's ease, 
* Whiles they behold a greater than themselves, 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
J^rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Than vf^A I fear, for always I am Cesar. 



SPIRIT OF LIBERTY. 



I know where I will wear this dagger then: 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassiusi 
ThemD, ye gods, you make lYve yj^^^ xass^^^^'w^* 
'herein^ ye giods, you ty rauVs At^ de^t^\\ 
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Nor stony tower, dos walli^ of beaten brass^ 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron^ 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit: 
Bat life, being weary of these worldly aarSi 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 
If I know^this, know all the world besides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
can shake off at pleasure. * 



ACT II. 

. AMBITION CLOTHED IN SPECIOUS HU^ILITT 

But 'tis a common proof,* 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climoer-upward turns his face: 
But when he once attains the upmost round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base ^egreest 
By which he did ascend. 

CONSPIRACY DREADFUL TILL EXECUTED 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma,^ or a hideous dream: 
The genius, and the mortal instruments. 
Are then in council; and the state of man, 
Likc^ to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

BRUTUS'S APOSTROPHE TO CONSPIRACY. 

conspiracy! 
Sham'st tnou to show thy dangerous brow by ni 
When evils are most free ! 0, then, by day, 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, co 

racy; 
Hide in it smiles, and affability: 
For if thou path thy native semblance§ on. 
Not Erebus 11 itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

* Experience. \ "Lwi %\S3^ \N\a6s»M 

4 Walk in thy iwft foTO. X^'^ 
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AGAinST ORV£LTT* 

Sentie friends, 

t's kill him boldlj, but not WTathfullyj 
;'s carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 
t hew him as a carcase fit for hounds; 
d let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 
r up their servants to an act of rage, 
d after seemlo chide them. 

SLEEP. 

Snjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber: 
ou hast no figures,* nor no fantasies,- 
lich busy care draws in the brains of men; 
crefore thou sleep'st so sound. 

Portia's speech to beutus. 
Ton have ungently, Brutus, 
le from my bed; and yesternight at supper, 
u suddenly arose, and walk'd about, 
isin^, and sighing, with your arnis across: 
d when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
a star'd upon me with ungentle looks: 
rg'd you further; then you scratch'd your head, 
dtoo impatiently stamp'd with your foot: 
1 1 insisted, yet you answered not; 
t, with an abgry wafture of your hand, 
ve sign for me to leave you: So I did; 
iring to strengthen that impatience, 
bich seeem'dtoo much enkindled; and withal, 
ping that it was but an eflfect of humour 
iich sometime hath his hour with every man. 
vill not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep : 
d, could it work so much upon your snape, 
it hath much prevail'd on your condition,? 
lould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
ke me acquainted with your cause of gri^f. 

'PHu'rNIA'S address to CESAR ON THE PRODI* 
GIES SJIEN THE NIGHT BEFORE lyS DEATH. 

hi, Cesar, I never stood on ceremonies,^ 
t now they fright me. There is one within^" 

Shapes created by imagmationL. \ t!iTK^t*. 
Never paid a regard to ptodigvea ot oxnaxfl^ 
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Besides the things thatjwe htt7« 'heard and. ^ 
Riicoants most horrid sights seen by the lih^g^ 
A lioness hath whelped in the str^^ts; 
And graves have yftrvrn^d, and yielded u]^ theii^ 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds j / 
In ranks, and squadrons, and right fornd of w^ 
Which drizzleci blood upon the Capitol; 
The noise of battle hurtled* in the air. 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan; 
And ghosts did shriek, and squealt about the si 
O Cesar! these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. 

Ces. What can be a? 

Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods? 
Yet Cesar shall go forth: for these predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cesar. 

CcU, When beggars die, ^ere are no comets 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the dea 
princes. 

, ' AGAINST THE FEAft OP DEATH. 

Cowards die many times before their deaths 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard. 
It seems to me most strange that men should f 
Seeing that death, a necessary end. 
Will come, when it will come. 

DANGER. 

Danger knows full well 
That Cesar is more dangerous than he. 
We were two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible. 

ENVT. 

My heart laments that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation.t 



4 ACT III. 

ANTONY'S ADDRESS TO TlIE CORPSE OF CES 

O, mighty Ces^rl I>o?,V.WQw\ve.^ W«? 
♦ Encountered, \ Ct^ vi\\k ^wsu \^«aK 
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ire aJK:tby o<m%|ne9ts, gloi^ies, triuinphs, spoils^? / ' 
Shrunk to this ht tie measure ?— Fare thee w^^ 

ANTOlff'S SPEECH ^fO THE CONSPIRATORS. 

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank:* 
If 1 myself, there is no hour so fit 
*As Cesar's death's hour; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth as those your swords, made rich 
^Vith the most noble blood of all this world, 
i. do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 
^^ow, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke 
^^ulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
^ shall not find myself so apt to die: 
1^0 place will please me so, no mean of death, 
>^s here by Cesar, and by jou cut off, 
*Th^ choice and master spirits of this age. 

revenOe. 
Cesar's spirit, ranging for revenge, 
""With Ate by his side, come hot from hell, 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice. 
Cry HavoCjf and let slipj the dogs of war. 

BRUTUS'S SPEECH TO THE PEOPLE. 

If there be any in this assembly, any dear frienu 

of Cesar's; to him I say, that Brutus's love to Cesa^ 

"was no less than his. If then that friend demand, 

"why Brutus rose against Cesar, this is my answer, 

— Not that I loved Cesar less, but that I loved Rome 

more. Had you rather Cesar were living, and die 

all slaves; than that Cesar were dead, to live all 

freemen ? As Cesar loved me, I i^/eep for him; as he 

^vas fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I 

honour him; but, as he was ambitious, I slew him. 

Inhere is tears for his love; joy, for his fortune: 

^onour, for his valour; and death, for' his ariibition. 

M^ho is here so base, that would be a bondman? If 

^^Yi speak; for him have I offended. Who is here so 

* Grown too high for the public safety. 
'\ The signal for giving no quarter. 

' t To let slip a dog at a ' deer, &c. was the tochsk.'^ 
lirase of Shakspeare^a time. 
20* . 
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rude, that would not be a Roman? if any, sp« 
for him have 1 offended. Who is here so vile, 
will not loTe his country? If any, speak; for 
haTe I offended.' 

antont's funeral oration. 

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ( 

i come to bury Cesar, not to praise him. 

The evil, that men do, lives after them; 

The good is oft interred with their bones: 

So let it be with Cellar. The noble Brutus 

Hath told you, Cesar was ambitious: 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault; 

And grievously hath Cesar answer'd it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 

^For Brutus is an honourable man; 

bo are they all, all honourable men;) 

Come I to speak in Cesar's funeral. 

He was my fjriend^ faithful and just to me: 

But Brutus says, he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome^ 

Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill; • 

Did this in Cesar seem ambitious? 

When that the poor have cried, Cesar hath^vei 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambitioi 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious; 

And,, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here 1 am to speak what 1 do know, 

You all did love him once, not without cause; 

What cause withholds you then to mourn for h 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

And men have lost their reason ! — Bear with w 

My lieart is in lYve eo^vv W^\^ \N\\JtvC»^^'« ^ 

And I must loause \\\\ \\. cou\^\i^^\a \sNfc. 
• « % % % 



k 



fiujt; jpesterdpij^, the yfovi of Cesar mijsbt 

Have stood against the world: now lies he therCi 

And none so poor* to do him reverence. 

mastejcsl if ^ were dispos'd to stir 

Vour hearts and minds to mutiny and rage^ 

1 should do Brutus wrone, and Cassius wrong, 
Who; vou all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them v/rong; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you, 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 
But here's a parchment, with the seal of Cesar, 
( found it in his closet, 'tis his will: 
Let but the commons hear this testament, 
rWhich, pardon me, I dg not mean to read,) 
And they would go and kiss dear Cesar's wounds. 
And dip their napkinsf in his sacred blood; 
Yea, be^ a hair «f him for memory, 
A lid, dying, mention it within their wills. 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, • 

Unto their issue. 
4 at. We'll hear the will: Read it, Mark Antony. 
Cit, The will, the will; we will hear Cesar's will. 
^rU. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it; 
It is not meet you know how Cesar lov'd you. 
Vou are not wood, you are not stones, but men; ' 
And, being men, hearing the will of Cesar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad: 
'Tis ^ood you know not that you are His heirs; 
For, if you should, O, what would come of it! 

4 Cit, Read the will; we will hear it, Anjtony; 
Vou shall read us the will: Cesar's will. ^ 

Jint, "Will you be patient? Will you bcay a whilel 
t have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it, 
( feai^ I wrong the honourable men, 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Cesar: I do fear it. 
4 Cit. They were traitors: Honourable men! 
'Hi. The will I the testament I 

* The meanest man is noW too K\g|l\ lo dc^ ^^^vi^^^i^Na 
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3 at. They irere rillaics, murderers: The wiU! 
Read the \vill I 

•flnf. You will compel me then to read the will? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Cesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend? And will jou give me leave? 

at. Come down. 

2 at. Descend. [He comes down from the pu^ 

« • • • • 

Ant If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first -time ever Cesar put it on; 
'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent; 
That day he overcame the Ncrvii: — 
Look: in this place, ran Cassius' dagger through; 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made! 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabVd; 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, ' 

Mark how the blood of Cesar followed it; 
As rushing out of doors to be resolv'd 
If Brutus so unkindly knocked, or no; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cesar's ang;el. 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cesar lov'd him! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all: 
For when the noble Cesar saw him stab*, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors'" arms, 
Quite vanquish'd him: then burst his mighty heart} 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey's statua,* 
Which all the while ran blood, great Cesar fell. 
0) what a fall was there, nw countrymen !' 
Then f, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us.t 
O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dinti of pity: these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, what weep you, when you but behoU 
Our Cesar^s vesture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is himself, marr'd as you see with traitors.^^ 
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re is nimseii, marr'a as yoi 
at. piteous spectaciys I 



♦ Statua, for statue, ia cwanvou wassu^^^ ^\' 
f Waif successful. %Vkvvw«»s». 
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flCU. We will be revenged: revenge; about,— i- 
seek,— burn, — fire, — kill^ — slay! — ^let not a traitor 
live. 

Ant, Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir 
you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutinj'. 
Xiiey, that have done this deed, are honourable; 
What private griefs* they have, alas, I know not, 
That majde ihem do it, they are wise and honourable. 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
I come not, friends, to steal away your heavts; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is: 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
Thafrlove my friend; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men's blood: i only speak nght oti; 
I tell you that, which you yourselves do know: 
Sh^w you sweet Cesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb 

, mouths. 
And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were f(n Antony 
Would rufHe up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Cesar, that should move 
The stoLesof Rome to rise and mutitry. 

ACT IV. 

CEREMONY INSINCERE. 

Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay, 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith: 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle: 
But when they should endure the bloody spur, 
They £dll their crests, and, like deceitful jades. 
Sink in the trial. 

• GricvmiiceB. 
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THE TENT SOENE BETWEEN «RUTUr AND CA. 

Ca9. That you have wrongM mC) doth ap)[:^ 
this: ^ 

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking hribes here of the Sardians; '^tj^ 

Wherein, my letters, praying on his side, ^ 

Because I knew the man, were sHghted off. 4 

Bru, You wrong'd yourself, to write in such a d^ 

Cos, In such a time as 'this, it is not meet 
That every nice% offence should bear his cmmnei^> 

Bru, Let me tell you, Cassius^ you yourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm, 
To sell and mart your oiEces for gold, 
To undeservers. 

Cos, I an itching palm? 

You know that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bru4 The name of Cfassius honours thisv corruptioi 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Cas. Chastisement! 

Bru, Remember March, the ^ ides of Marc^h n 
member ! , 

Did not great Julius bleed for justice^ sake ? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did stab, 
And not /or justice.' What, shall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this world, 
But for supporting robbers^ shall we now, 
Contaminate our nngers with base bribes? 
And sell the mighty space of our large honours. 
For so much trash j as may be grasped thus?— 
I had rather be a dog, and bayf the moon^ 
Than such a Roman. ^ 

Cos. Brutus, bay not me, 

Pll not endure it: you forget yourself, 

Jied ge tne in;j: i am a soldier, I 
Older ijo practice, abler than yourself 
To make c6?Jiditions.§ 




Bru. "V Go to; you're not, CassiuS. 

Cos'. I amX 

« Triflinir. r*«^^^» ^»«^ •^^ ^ ^^^^"^ ^^ *^^^^ 
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Bru 1 say you are not. 

Ca$, Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no fUrther 

Bru. Aivay, slight man ! 

Cos, Is't possihle? 

Bru, Hear me, for I will speak. 

Mast I give way and room to your rash choler? 
Shall I be frighted when a madman stares? 

Cos. O ve gods! ye gods! Must I endure all this 

Bru. All this? ay, more: Fret, till your proud 
heart break; 
Go, show your slaves how choleric you are. 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge? 
Must I observe you? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour? By the gods. 
You shall digest the venom of yotir spleen. 
Though it do split you: for, from this day forth, 
I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
AVhen you are waspish. 

Cos. Is it come to this? 

Bru, YovL say, you are a better soldier: 
liCt it appear so; make your vaunting true, 
And it shall please me well: For mine own part, 
1 shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cos, You wrong me every way, you wrong me, 
Brutus: ^ 

I said, an elder soldier, not a better: 
Did I say, better? 

.pru. If you did, I care not. 

Cos. When Cesar liv'd, he durst not thus hare 
mov'd me. 

Bru, Peace, peace; you durst not thus have tempt 
ed him. 

Cos, I durst not? 

BriL No. 

Cof. What? durst not tempt him? 

Bru. For your life you durst not. 

Ca$. Do not presume too much upon my love, 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 
^ Bru, You have done lYial -5 wi i^iwi\^\i^ ^Ksitr^ Vst 
*h3re if no terror, Caamtt^ \tk ^o^t >S\kv««^»^ 
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Tor I am ann'd so strong in honest jr, 
That they pass by me, as the idle wind, 
Whjch I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold) which you denied me; 
For I can raise no money bjr vile means: 
By heaven, 1 had rather com my heart. 
And drop my blood for drachmas,* than to wring 
From the bard hands of peasants their vile trash, 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you denied me : W as that done like Cassius v 
Should 1 have answered Caius Cassius so? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends. 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunder bolts. 
Dash him to pieces! 
Cos ' I denied you not. 

J5i*w. You did. 

Cas, I did not : — ^he was but a fool. 

That brought my answer back. — Brutus hath riT'df 

my heart: 
A friend should bear his friend's infirmities. 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. P 
Bru. I do not, till you practice them on me. A 
Cas. You love me not. jr 

Bru. I do not like your faults ] 

Cas, A friendly eye could never see such faults^! 
Bru, A flatterer's would not, though they do appf 
As huge as high Olympus. il 

Cas, Come, Antony, and young Octavius, comff 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 
For Cas^us is aweary of the world: | 

Hated by one he loves: brav'd by his brother: »f 
Check'd like a bondman; all his faults observ'di 
Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote/ 
To cast into my teeth. Oj I could weep ii 

My spirit from mine eyes!~There is my dagW 
And nere my naked breast; within, a heart v 
Dearer than Plutus' nxine, richer than gold: kj 
If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth; ' ij 
f, that depy'd thee gold, yiWi %wfe la^ YutvtVvf 
•Coin. \%\J6^.. 
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Strike, as thou didst at Cesar; for, I know. 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov*dst him 

better 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. 

Bi'u. Sheath your dagger: 

Be angry when you wilf, it shall have scope; 
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb ' 

That carries anger as the flint bears fire; 
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 
A.nd straight is cold again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius liv'd 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him? 

Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-tempered too 

Cas, Do vou confess so much ? Give me your hand 

Bru. And my heart too. 

Cas. O Brutus!— 

Bru. What is the matter? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me. 
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful? 

Bru. Yes^ Cassius; and henceforth, 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 

He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 
• » « » • 

Bru. O Cassius, I am sicU of many griefs. 

C<w. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 

nru. No man bears sorrow better: — Portia is dead. 

Cas. Hal Portia! 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How 'scap'd I killing, when I cross'd yon 
so? — 
insupportable and touching loss! — 
Upon what sickness? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have maae themselves so strongV'— for with bet d^atb. 
That tidings came.— >N^'\l\i >i^v& ^'^ ^^ ^ni^x*^^ 
And, her attendants a\>fteiv\., vn^'QW*^^^ 
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Cos, And died so?. 

Bru, Even so. 

Ca8. O ye immortal |;ods! 

Enter Lucius tot^A IVme and Tapert^ 

Bru. Speak no more of her. — Give me a 3^ 
wine: — 
In this I'll bury all unkindness, Cassias. [DA 

Caa, My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge - 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [Dri^ 

UPPORTUNITT TO BE SEIZED ON ALL OCCASIONS^ 

LIFE. 

I'here is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune: 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat; 
And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our ventures. 

ACT V. 

THS PARTINQ OF HRUTUS AND CASSIUS. 

Bru. No, Cassius, no; think not, thou noble £ 
man, / 

That eVer Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work, the ides of March begun; 
And whether we shall meet again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take: — 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius! 
If we do meet again, why we shall smile; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Cos, For ever, and for ever, farewell Brutus! 
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed: 
li not, His true, this parting was well made. 
Bru, Why, then, lead on. — 0, that a man mig 
know 
The end of this day's business, ere it come! 
But it sufficeth, t\\«Lt tVie A?i^' >n\\V ^wd^ 
And then the end is kivcvYiw. ^ 



y. 
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melAncholt the parent or error. 
O hateful error, melancholy's child; 
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not! O error soon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth, 
But kiir«t the mother that engendered thee. 

Antony's character op brutus. 
This was the noblest Roman of them all: 
All the conspirators, save only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Cesar: 
He only, in a general honest thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle; and the elements 
So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world. This was a man! 



KING LEAR. 



ACT L 

a father's anger. 

LET it be so, — Thy truth then be thy dower: 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun; 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night: 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whence we do exist, and cease to be; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity* and property of blood, 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this,t for ever. The barbarous Scy 

thian, 
Or he that makes his generation J messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neignbour'd, pitied, and relieved. 
As thou my sometime daughter. 

bastardy. 

Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law 
My services are bound: Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague§ of custom; and permit 

* Kindred, f From tiiis time. % Hia cVu\^t«iu 
§ The 'injustice ^ 



( 



244 BEAUnSS OF gHAKSPEARE. 

The curiosity* of nations to deprive me, 
FoiT that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shinei 
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as trae, 
, As honest madam's issue ? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality, 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 
Got 'tween asleep and wake? 

ASTROLOGY RIDICULED. 

This is the excellent fopptry of the world! that 
when we are sick in fortune (often the surfeit of our 
own behaviour,) we make guilty of our disasters, the 
sun, the moon, and the stars: as if we were villains 
by necessity: fools by heavenly compulsion: knaves, 
thieves, and treachers,t by spherical predominance: 
drunkardsv liars, and adulterers, by an enforced obe- 
dience of planetary influence; and all that we are 
evil in, by a divine thrusting on : An admirable eva- 
sion of whoremaster man, to lay his goatish disposi- 
tion to the change of star ! My father compounded 
with my mother under the dragon's tail; and my na- 
tivity was under ursa major ^i so that it follows, I am 
rough and lecherous. — Tut, I should have been that 
I am, had the maidenliest star in the firmament 
twinkled at my bastardizing. 

FILIAL INGRATITUDE. 

Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend. 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a child. 
Than the sea-monster ! 

A father's CURSE ; ON HIS CHILD. 

Hear, nature, hear; 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful! 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 
Dry up in her tVie oT^^Ltv^ o^ vcvcx«i'a*^% 

• The nicety of c\v\\ msV\\.v\\Aotv. Xtx^xVxst^. 

t Great Bear, tho cousVe\\«A\oiv ao xv%xttfe^» 



KING LEAR. U6 

And from her derogat -• body never spring 
A babe to honour her ! If she must teem, 
Create her child of spleen; that it maj live. 
And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to her ! 
Let it stamp wrinkles on her brow of youth: 
With cadentf tears fret channels in her cheeks, 
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits, 
To laughter and contempt; that she may feel 
How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankless child I 



ACT IL 



» 



FLATTERING STCQBHANTS. 

That such a slave as this should wear a sword, 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as 

these, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrinsic^ t'unloose; smooth every 

passion 
That in the natures of their lords rebels; 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods; 
Renege,§ affirm, and turn their halcyon || beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters, 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 

PLAIN BLUNT MEN. 

This is some fellow. 
Who having been praised for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb, 
(Jtuite from his nature: He cannot flatter, he! — 
An honest mind and plain, — he must speak truth: 
An' they will take it so; if not, he's plain. • 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainnet^r 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty sillylT ducking observants, 
That stretch their duties nicelr. 

• Degraded. t Falling. i Perplexed. 

§ Disowned. 

II The bird called the king-fisher, \vKvcl\, ^Ww ^!c6«.^ 
and hung up by a thread, is sup\»ose«\. Vo Vwrjv >»» NS^ ^^ 
the point fiom whence tb.e v "md \i\ovcs.y 
^ -Simple or rustic Sl\* 
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Or swell the curled waters *bove the main, 

That things might change, or cease: tears his white 

hair; 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 
Strives in this little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cab-drawn* bear wotdd 

couch, 
The lion and the belly pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonnetted he runs, 
And bids what will take all. 

l£\r's exclamations in the tempest. 
Blow, wind and crack your cheeks! rage! blow! 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 
Pill you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the 

cocks ? 
You sulphurous and thought-executing t fires 
Vaunt couriers^: to oat-cleaving thunderbolts, 
Singe my white head! And thoU;i all-shaking than 

der, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man ! 

% • « • « 

Rumble thy bellyful! ! Spit, fire ! spout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters' 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 
I neVer gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription ;§ why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure; here 1 stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man : — 
But 3'et I call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high engender'd battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! 'tis foul » 
♦ » ♦ » ^ • 

♦ Whose dugs are drawn dry by its young, 
t Quick as thought. t JivaurU couriers. Frenclk 
. } Obedience 
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, Alas, sir, are you here? things that loTe 

light, 

)t such nights as these; the wrathful skies 

' the very wanderers of the daf k, 

ike them keep their caves: Since I was man, 

eets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 

oaos of roaring wind and rain, I never 

ber to have heard: man's nature cannot carry 

iction, nor the fear. 

Let the great gods, 
lep this dreadful potherf o'er our heads, 
t their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
ist within thee undivulged crimes, 
ip'd of Justice: Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
erjur'd, and thou simularj man of virtue 
t incestuous: Caitiff, to pieces shake, 
ider covert and convenient seeming§ 
ctis'd on man's life ! — Close pent-up guilts, 
ur concealing continents, and cry 
readful summoners grace. || — I am a man, 
tm'd against, than sinning. 

Alack, bareheaded!' 
s my lord, hard by here is a hovel; 

iendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest. 

• * • * • 

Thou think'st 'tis much,that this contentious 

orm 

us to the skin: so 'tis to thee; 

ire the greater malady is fix'd, 

;er is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear; 

by flight lay toward the raging sea, 

t meet the bear i' the mouth. When the 

lind's free, 

y's delicate: the tempest in my mind 

»m my senses take all feeling else, ^ 

lat beats there. — Filial ingratitude! 

as this mouth should tear this hand, 

ngfood to't? — But I will punish home:— 

ill weep no more. — In sucn a night 

ot lighten, \^\^asAxxas%Vifsa^ 
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To shut me out !-TPour on : I will endure :— 
In such a night as this! Ke^an, Goneril!— 
If our old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,— 
O, that way madness lies; let me shun that; 
No more ot that, — 

Kent. Good, my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself: seek thine own ease^ 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. But I'll go in: 
^i hoy; go first. — [To the Fool.] You housele«i 

poverty, — 
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then J'll sleep,— 

[Fool goes in. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 
That hide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, . 
Your loop'a and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these? 0, 1 have ta'en , 
^. Too little care of this! Take physic, pomp; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel; , 
That thou may'st shake the superflux to them, 
And show the heavens more just. 

Enter Edgar, disguised as a Madman. 
Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 
Through the sharp hawthorn hlows the cold wind.-* 
Humph! go to thy cold hed, and warm thee. 

Lear, Hast thou given all to thy two daughters? 
And art thou come to this? ^ 

• • « * • 

Didst thou give them all? 

« • # t • 

Now all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 
Lear, Death, traitor! nothing could have subduM 
nature 
To such a lowness^ but his unkind daughters.— 
Is it the fashion, t^al d\sc'ax^^^l'^>i>ci^\%» 
Shoald have tkus ^tde mctt^ ow ^«a ^«S6> 
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Jadicious punishment! twas this flesh begot 
^hose pehcan daughters. 

OK MAN. 

Is man no more than this? Consider him well: 
Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the 
sheep no wool, the cat no perfume : — Ha ! here's three 
of us are sophisticated? — ^Thou art the thing itself: 
unaccommodated man is no more but such a poor, 
bare, forked animal as thou art — Off, oflf, you fend- 
ings. 

ACT IV. 

THE JUSTICE OF PAOVIDENCE. 

That I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier: — Heavens, deal so still! 
I^et the superfluous,* and lust-dieted man, 
That slaves your ordinance,* that v^W not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quicklyj 
So distribution should undo excess. 
And each man have enough. 

PATIENCE AND SOAfiOW. 

Patience and sorrow strove 
W"ho should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once: her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day: Those happy smiles 
That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes; which parted thence 
A.S pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — In brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 
Could so become it. 

leak's distraction described. 
Alack, tis he; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea: singing aloud; 
Crown'd with rank" fumiterf and furrow weeds. 
With harlocksjj hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
t)arnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining corn. 

*i e. To make it subject to \», VnaXAsA^^ ^^\Di%ia^ 
obedience to it, tFunutory. \ ClBuu^sy^iSJ^ 
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DESCRIPTION OP DOVER CLIPP. ^ 

Come on, sir; here's the place; — stand still.— Ho^^ 
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! [fearfuf 
The crows, and choughs,* that wing the midway aiCI 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down i| 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ;t dreadful trade! »j 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head: 1 

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 
Appear like mice; and yon' tall anchoring bark, 
Diminish'd to her cock;t her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high: — I'll look no more; 
liCst my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple II doWn headlong. 

gloster's farewell to the world. 
you mighty gods! 
This world I do renounce; and, in your sights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If 1 could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills, 
My snufT, and loathed part of nature, should 
Burn itself out. ' If Edgar live, 0, bless him! 

LtAR ON HIS flatterers. 

They flatter'd me like a dog; and told me, I had 
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were 
there. To say ay, and no, to every thing I said!-- 
Ay and no too was no good divinity. When the rain 
came to wet me once, and the wind to make me chat- 
ter; when the thunder would not peace at my bid- 
ding; there I found them, there 1 smelt them out. 
Go to, they are not men o' their words: they told 
me I was every thing; 'tis a lie; I am not ague-proof. 

ON the abuse of power. 
Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine own 

back; 
Thou hotly lust'st to \xsft \vw V^ ^Xi^t kind 
*Daw8. -^ A v«fjbl^Vi^'C^«^^^at'«gsR)^^ 

t Her codi-boat ^txfix^Na. 
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For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer haogs the 

cozener. 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate sin with 

gold, 
And tli^ strong lance of justice hurtless breaks; 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I say, none; I'll able 'em: 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. 

CORDELIA ON THE INGRATITUDE OF HER SISTERS. 

my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this Kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 

Have in thy reverence made ! 

• • • « 

Had you not been' their father, these white flakes 
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos'd against the warring winds? 
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 

Of quick, cross lightning? 

* * • * 

And wast thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 
'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. 

SCENE BETWEEN LEAR AND CORDELIA. 

Cot, How does my royal lord? How fares your 
m^esty? 

Lear, You do me wrong, to take me out o' the 
grave : 
Thou art a soul in bliss; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Six ^ da ^ ws^Vmssr \ssfc^ 

Lear. You are a spirit , IVtvoiv^ \>N>Mi^^s\S^^^^ ^^ 

Cor. Still, still, far mde\ 
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Pkys, He'a scarce awake ; let him alone awl^e 

Lear. Where hare I been? — Where am I?— Fail 
day-light? — 
I am mightilj abus'd. — I should even die with pity, 
To see another thus. — I know not what to say. — 
I will not swear, these are my hands: let's see. 
I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were assured 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me:— 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear, Pr^yj do not mock me 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourscore and upward; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man* 
Yet I am doubtful: for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments; nor 1 know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor, And so I am, 1 am. 

Lear, Beyourtearswet? Yes, 'faith. Ipray, wecj 
not: 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 
I know, you do not love me; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong: 
You hive some cause, they have no^. 

Cor, No cause, no cause 

jL^ar. Am I in France ? 

Kefit, In your own kingdom, sir 

Lear, Do not abuse me. 

Phyt, Be comforted, good madam: the great rage 
You see, is cur'd in him: and yet it is danger 
To make him even^ o'er the time he has lost 
Desire him to go in; trouble him no more, 
Till further settling. 

CpT* Willt please youx \i\^xvesa vralk? 

• To reconcaie it \o\\a ^.y8»x^«w»5sou 
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Lear. You must bear with me: 

Fray now» forget, and forgiye: I am old, and foolish. 

ACT V. 

LEAR TO CORDELIA WHE^ TAKEN PRISONERS 

No, no, no, no! Come, let-s away to prison: 
We. two alone will sing like birds i' the cage: 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness: So we'll live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At eilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news; and we'll talk with them too,- • 
Who loses, and who wins; who's in, who's out; — 
And take upon us the mystery of things, 
As if we were God's spies: And we'll wear out. 
In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones. 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm, Take them away. 

Lear, Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods tnemseive? throw incense. ' 

THE JUSTICE OF THE GODS. 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Made instruments to scourge us. 

Edgar's account of his discovering himself 

to his father. 
List* a brief tale; — 
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst!— 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 
That foUow'd me so near, (O our lives' sweetness! 
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die, 
Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a madman's ra^sj to assume a semblance 
That very dog's disdam'd: and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious stones new lost; became his guide, 
Led him, beg^'d for him, sav'd him from despair; 
Never (0 fault !^ reveal'd myself unto him. 
Until some half hour past, when I was arm'd^ 
l^ot sure, though hoping, o? \\C\% ^q^^ «vxR.^««A^ 

• Heax. 
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I ask'd his blessiDgv and from first to last 
Told him mj pilgrimage: But his fiaw'd heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
' Fwixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of your's hath mov'd me. 

And shall, perchance, do good; but speak you on' 
You look as j'ou hajl something more to say. 

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve. 
Hearing of this. 

Edg, This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow; but another, 
To amplify too much, would make much more. 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamOur, came there a man, 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd society; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms 
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As he'd burst heaven; threw him on my father; 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him. 
That ever ear received: which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack. Twice then the trumpet sounded 
And there I left him tranc'd. 

LEAR ON THE DEATH OP CORDELIA. 

Howl, howl, howl, howl;-^0, you are men ol 

stones; 
Had I your tc»ngues and eyes, I'd use them so 
That heaven'^ vault should crack: — 0, she is gon< 

for ever! — 
I know when one is dead, artd when one lives; 
She's dead as earth: — Lend me a looking-glass: 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone. 

Why, then she lives. 

• • • • 

This feather stirs-, she lives ! if it be so. 
It is a chance tVial does Te^ewa. ^ ^ot^^vi^ 
That ever 1 have CeVt. 
Kent. O my %wi^Tna&\.e^\ VRxva^v 



Ltmp, Pr*ythce, away. 

« • • • 

k plague upon you, murderers, traitors all! 

I might have sav'd her;'now she's gone for ever!— 

Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 

What is't thou say'st? — Her voice was ever soft, 

Gentle, and low. 

LEAR DYING. 

And my poor fool* is hang'd ! No, no, no, life: 
VVhy should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 
And thou no breath at all.** 0, thou wilt couie no 

more, 
Never, never, never, never, never! 
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ACT I. 

1V1TCHES DESCRIBED. 

WHAT are these, 
So wither'd, ,and so wild in their attire; 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
And yet are o'nt } Live you t or are you aught 
That man may question ? you seem to understand 

4 me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips: — ^lou should be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That jou are so. 

macbeth's temper. 

Yet do I fear thy nature; ^ 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness, 
To catch the nearest w^y: Thou would'st be great 
Art not without ambition; but without 
The illness should attend it. What tkju would'st 

highly. 
That would'st thou holily; would'st not play false, 
And yet would'st wrongly win. 

♦ Poor Fool, in the time of SYLokes^^K^^^^a^ vsw « 
pression of endearment. 

22* 
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LADT MACBETH'S SOLILOftUT OK TBJB VEWS OF 
DUNCAN'S APPROACH. 

The raven himself is hoarse, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal* thoughts, unsex me here; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood, 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse ;t 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it! Coiie to my woman's breasts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring ministers, 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
Vou wait on Nature's mischief! Come, thick night: 
And pall:|; thee in the dunnest smoke of hell! 
That my keen knifc§ see not the wound it makes; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark. 
To cry, /ioZrf, Holdf' 

macbeth's irresolution. 
If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
it were done nuickly : If the assassination 
Could trammel upon the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here. 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
We'd jump the life to come. — But, in these cases. 
We still have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor: This even-htnded Justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. • He's here in double trust: 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host. 
Who should against his murderer shut the door. 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great oflSce, that his virtues 
Will plead like an^e\s, lixTKi^e-t-ton^ued, against 
* Murderous. ^ Pil^ . \ '^ 's^'^ ^ ^s ^5^. ^ \BCisi^^ 
< Knife andeivUy th^voX «. wox^ ^^ ^^^s^\ 
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Tiie d^p damimtioTi of bis taking-off: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blast, or beaven's cherubim, bors'd 

Upon the sightless couriers* of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears shall drown the wind. — I have no spur 

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 

Vaulting aml)ition, which o'erleaps itself, 

And falls on the other. 

TRUE FORTITUDE. ^ 

I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more is none. 



ACT II. 

THE MURDERING- SCENE. 

Is this a dagger which I see before me. 
The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch 

thee: — 
1 have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling, as to sight.' or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind; a false creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 
I see thee yet, in form as psupable, 
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marshal'st me the way that I was going, 
And such an instrument I was to use. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses. 
Or else worth all the rest: I see thee still; 
And on thy blade, and dudgeon, f goutsj of blood. 
Which was not so before. — There's no such thing: 
It is th** oloody business, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. — Now o'er the one half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain 'd sleep; now witclicraft celebratcv- 
Pale Hecate's offerings; and wither'd murder, 
Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf, 

* Winds; sightless is invisible. 
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Who's howl'd his watch, thus with his stealthy pace 
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. — ^Thou sure and firm set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear . 
Thy very stones prate of my where-about. 
And take the present horror from the time, 
Which now suits with it. — ^Whiles I threat, he lives; 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

[•A bell rings, 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell. 
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [ExU, 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 
Lady M. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold : 
What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire: — 

Hark ! — Peace ! 
It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman. 
Which gives the stern'st good night. He is about it: 
The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugged 

their possets. 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die, 
Mach, [Within] Who's there?— what, ho! 
Lady M, Alack ! I am afraid they have awakM, 
And 'tis not done: — The attempt, and not the deed, • 
Confounds us: — Hark! — I laid their daggers ready 
He could not miss them.— Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done't. — My husband! 

Enter Macbeth, 
Macb, I have done the deed: — ^Didst thou not hear 

a noise? , 
Lady M, I heard the owls scream, and the cricketi 

cry. 
Did not you speak? 
Mach. AVhcn? 

Lady M, Now. 

J^aco, As I descended? 

Lady M. kj. 



the second chamber? 

Donalbain. 
lis is a sorry sight. 

[Lookir^ at his hand$, 
A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight, 
[lere's one did laugh in his sleep, and on 
, murder! 
lid wake each other; I stood and heard 

d say their prayers, and address'd them 
ep. 

There are two lodg'd together, 
le crie(}, God bless us! and, Mmen, the 

d seen me, with these hangman's hands, 
leir fear, I could not say, amen, 
did say, God bless us. 

Consider it not so deeply, 
it wherefore could not I pronounce, amen ? 
need of blessing, and amen * 

7 throat. 

These deeds must not be thought 
ways; so, it will make us mad. 
ethought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no 
! 

es murder sleep , the innocent sleep; 
mits up the raveWd sleave\ of care, 
if each day^s lifsy sore labour's bathj 
't minds, great nature's second course^ 
iher in life's feast; — 

What do you mean' 
ill it cried. Sleep no more! to all the house • 
i murder' d sleep; and therefore Cawdor 
to morcy Macbeth shall sleep no more! 
Who was it that thus cried?. Why, wo^ 
rhane, 

end your noble strength, to think 
dy 01 things: — Go, get some water^ 
bis filthy witness horn ^QNSct V^xAl*— 

t Sleave, ia "vmvnoM^X. «^^ 
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• 

Why did you bring these daggers frosi ihe plane? 
They must lie there: Go, earry them; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb, I'll go no more 

I am afraid to think what I have done: 
Look on't again, I dare not. 

Lady M. In^rm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggers: The sleeping, and the dead. 
Are but as pictures: 'tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll ^ild the faces of the grooms withal. 
For it must seem their guilt. 

[Exit, Knoekir^ mthm, 

Maeb. Whence is that knocking? 

How is't with me, wheu every noise appals me? 
What, hands are here? tia! they pluck out mine 

eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? No: this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnardine,* 
Making the green one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 
Lady M, My hands are of your colour; but I 

shame 
To wear a heart so white« [Knoeki'] I bear a knocking 
At the south entry: — retire we to our chamber: 
A little water clears us of this deed: 
How easy is it then ! Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended. — [Knochvi^.'] Hark! 

more knocking: 
Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us. 
And show us to be watchers: — Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Macb. To know my deed, — 'twere best not know 

myself. [Knods. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! Ay, 'would thoc 

couldst! [Exeunt 

* To incamardine is to stain of a flesh colour. 



ACT rii. 

MAOBETH'8 QUIhTT CONSCIENCE AND FEAR8 OF 

Lady M,' How now, my lord; why do yoa keep 
alo^e, 
Of torriest* fancies your companions making? 
Using those thoughts whieh snould indeed have died 
With then; they think on? Things without remedy, 
Shoidd be i^ithout regard : what's done, is done. 
. Maeh^ We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it; 
She'll close and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
RemSains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 
Eire we will eat bur meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams. 
That shake us nij^htly : Better be with the dead, . 
Whom wc, to gam our place, have sent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstasy .f Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well; 
Tveaflon has done his worst: nor steel, nor pmson, 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. 

* • • * 

O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife! 

Thou know'st that Ban quo, and his Fleance, lives. 
Lady M, But in them nature's copy's not eterne.{ 
Maco. There's comfort yet; they are assailable; 

Then be thou jocund: Ere the bat hath flown 

His ieloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate^s summons. 

The shard-borne beetle,§ with his drowsy hums. 

Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done 

A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M. What's to be done? 

^ ♦ Most melancholy. , t Agony. 

ti.e. The copy, the lease, by which they hold their 
lives from nature, has itS' tiine of termination^ 

§ The beetle bomQ in the air by its sbaxda ox e^") Hrm^g^ 
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Maeb, Be innocent of the knowledge^ deareil 

chuck,* 
Till thou applaad the deed. Gome, seelingf nigfati 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 
And, with thy hloody and invisible hand, 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale! — Light thickens; and tli» 

crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood: 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse. 

THE BANQUET SCENE. 

Lady M, My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer; the feast is sold. 
That is not often vouch'd, while tis a making, 
*Tis given with welcome: To feed, were best ai 

home 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Maeb. Sweet remembrancer 1^ 

Now, gooj digestion wait on appetite. 
And health on both ! 

Len, May it please your highness sit i 

[ The Ghost qf Ban^uo rises^ and titi 
m Macbeth's place. 
Maeb, Here had we now our country's bonoiu 
• rooPd, 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present; 
Whom I may rather challenge for unkindness, 
Than pity for mischance ! 

Rosse, His absence, sir^ 

r Ays blame upon bis promise. Please it your high- 
ness , 
To erace us with your roval company? 
Maeb. The table's fulir 
Len. Here's a place reserved, sir. 
Maeb. Where? 
Len. Here, my lord. What is't that moves youl 

highness? 
Maeb,^ Which of yow\aN^^wv^^>&t ^ 
• A term of endeatmeiit. \ ^>^»Saa% 
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Ltwds. What, my good Icfrd? 

Maeh. Thou can'st not say, I did it: never shake 
rhy gory locks at me. 

Hosse, Gentlemen, rise; hb highness is not well. 

hady M. Sit, worthy friends my lord is often 
thas, 
And hath been from his youth: 'pray you keep seat; 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well: if much you note him, 
You shall offend him, and extend his passion;* 
Feed, and regard him not. — ^Are you a man? 

M<ich. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which mient appal the devil. 

Lady M, O proper stuff: 

This the very painting of your fear: 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws,t and starts^ 
^Impostors to true fear) would well become 
A woman's story, at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces? When all's done, 
You look out on a stool. 

Mach, Pr'ythee, see there ! behold ! look ! lo ! how 
say you? — 
Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too. 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites [Ghost disappeart 

Lady M, What! quite unmann'd in lolly? 

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M, Fie, for shame ! 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden 
time. 
Ere human statute purg'd the gentle weal; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, 
That when the brains were out, the man would die^ 
And there an end: but now they rise again. 
With twenty mortal murders on their crownsy 

* Prolong hia suffering. i Sadden ){;aa^ 
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And push us from our stools: This is moir^ Strang 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady M, My worthy brd, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mach, I do forget: — 

Do not muse* at me, my most worthy friends; 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, lore and health to 

all; 
Then I'll sit down: — Give me some wine, fill full:*- 
I drink to the general loy of the whole table. 

Ghost rises. 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst. 
And all to aU.t 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb, Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let the earth 
hide thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is ftold; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with I 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom: 'tis no other; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

jflaeb. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcaxi tiger. 
Take any sha^pe but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble: Or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 
If trembling I inhibiti thee, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow! 

[€fhost disappears. 
Unreal mockery, hence !— Why, so; — ^being gone, 
I am a man again. — Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M, You have displaced the mirth, broke 
the good meeting, ' 
With most admir'd disorder. 
Macb. C^tk vvis^i thiu^ be, 

* Wonder. ^ i. e. 10\ ^ewA^rnktaV^ ^ 

t Forbid. 
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MaA orereome* as Hke a niioBiiet's dond. 
Without our special wonder? Tou make m^ strange 
Eren to the disposition tl^at I owe,t 
When now I think you can behold such sights^ 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch'd with fear. 

Rosse. What sights^ my lord? 

Lady M, I pray you, speak not; he grows worsp 
and worse; 
Question enrages. him: at once, goodnight: 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Len» Good night and better health 

Attend bis majesty ! 

Lady M, A kind cood night to all! 

[Exeunt Lords and Attendai^ts. 

Maeb, It will have blood; they say, blood wiil hare 
blood: 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 
Bymagot-piesj: and choughs, and rooks, brought 

forth 
The secret'st^an of blood. 

ACT IV. 

THE POWER OF WITCHES. 

I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
(Hcwe'er you come to know it) answer me: 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churches; though the yesty§ waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up; 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd|| and trees blown 

down; 
Though castles topplelT on their warders' h'eads; 
Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope 
Their beads to their foundations; though the treasure 
Of nature's germins** tumble all together, 

* Fobs over. f Possess. :^ Magpies. § Frothy* 



B Lud Hat bv wind or rain. ^ ' 

^ Seeds which have begun to spiouX* 
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Ev^n till desirdctioii BiclEen, aisiirieriil&r : i .0 
To what I ask jou. ' 

MALCOLM'S GHAR^ACTtiR OV HIMSELt. ■: : > 

Mai, But I Have none: The kin^liecomiiig giacei 
As justice, verity, temperance, stablencss,: ' 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them; but abound 

In the division of each several crime. 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I shoidd 

Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 

All unity on earth. 

Macb, Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Mai, If such a one be fit to govern, speak: 
I am as I have spoken. 

Macb, Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — nation miserable, 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-sceptred. 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again? 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accurs'd, 
And does blaspheme his breed? — ^Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king; the queen, that bore thee 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, 
Died every day she lived. Fare thee well ! 
These evils, thou repeat'st upon thyself, 
Have bapish'd me from Scotland. — O, my breast, 
Thy hope ends here ! i 

Mai, Macduff, this noble passion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip'd the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Dev'lish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste :• But God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine owu detraction : here abjure 
Th^ taints and \Aame% \ \^\^ \sl^^w xk^^^^ 
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For ttwkn^nittfmy tMUfeure^ I am yet 

tJnktibwn Id woman; never was foresworn; 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own: 

At no time broke my faith; would not betray 

The devil to his fellow; and delight 

No less in truth, than life: my first false speaking 

Was this upon myself: What 1 am truly, 

Is thine, and my poor country's, to command. I 

AN OPPRESSED COUNTRY. 

Alas, poor country; 
Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave: where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the 

air. 
Are made, not^mark'd: were violent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstasy:* the dead man's knell 
Is there scarce ask'd, for who; and good men's li^s 
Expire before the flowers in their caps. 
Dying, or ere they sicken. ' 

MACDUFF'S BEHAVIOUR ON THE MURDER OF HIS 

WIFE AND CHILDREN. 

Rosse, 'Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air, 
Where hearing should not latchf them. 

Macd, What concern they? 

The general cause? or is it a fee-grief,t ' 
Due to some single breast? 

Rosse. No mind, that's honest, 

But in it shares some wo; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd, If it be mine. 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosse, Let not your ears despise my tongue for 
ever, 
WTiich shall possess them with the heavest sound^ 
That ever yet they heard. 

♦ Common distress of mind. \ C^\.0&» 

f A grief that has a single ownoT. 

23* 
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Maed. Humpli ! I guess at it. 

Rosse, Tour castle is surprised; your wife and 
babes, 
Saragely slaughter'd: to relate the manner. 
Were, on the quarry* of these murder'ii deer, 
To add the death of you. 

J)ital» Merciful heaven !— 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give sorrow words: the grief, ths^t does not speak. 
Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it oreak. 

Macd, My children too? 

Rosse, Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Maed, And I must be from thence ! 

My wife kill'dtoo? 

jRosse. I have said. 

Mai, Be comforted: 

Let's 'tnake us med'cines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — All my prettv ones? 
Did you say, all ?— 0, hell-kite !— All f 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 
At one fell swoop? 

Mai, Dispute it like a man. 

Macd, I shall do so; 

, But I must also feel it as a man ; 
I cannot but remember such things were, 
That were most precious to me.—Did heaven look on 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am. 
Not for their own demeritsi but for mine. 
Fell slaughter on their souls: Heaven rest them now 

Mai, Be this the whetstone of your sword: let 
grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd, O, I could play the woman with mme eyes, 
And braggart, with my tongue ! — But, gentle heaven, 
Cut short all intermission ;t front to front. 
Bring thou this ftend o^ ^cQlV^Y^d^ and myself; 

• The game aflei it is VadftiL \ K^^^isaft, 
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WilMn my sword's length aeC him; if he 'scape. 
Heaven forgive hio too ! 

Jdi$L y This tune goes manly. 

Gome, eo we to the king; our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but oor leave; Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments* Receive what cheer you 

mayj 
The night is long, that never finds the day. 

I ACT Y. 

SCENE.— En/er Lady Macbeth, with ^ *'sfper. 

OerU, Lo you, here she comes! This is her very 
guise f and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her* 
stand close. 

DoeL How came she by that light? 

Gent. Why, it stood by her: she has light by her 
continually; 'tis her command. 

Doet. X ou see her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doet. What is it she does now .V Look, how she 
rubs her hands. 

Gent. It is an accustomed action ivith her, to seem 
thus washing her hands; Ihave known her continue 
in this a quarter of an hour. 

Lady M. Yet here's a spot, 

Doet. Hark, she speaks: I will set down what 
comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more 
strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I sav! — One; 
Two; Why, then 'tis time to do't:^ Hell is mur- 
ky!* — Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and afear'd? 
What need we fear who knows it, when none can; 
call our power to account? — ^Yet who would have 
thought the old man to have had so much blood in 
him? 

Doet. Do you mark that? 

LadyM The thane of Fife had a wife; Whew i# 
•he now.^ ^What, will theae Vvatid& trt?tjt \i% ^&m^ 

•DarVL 



t72 BEAUTIES OF SOAXSPEARE. 

— No more o' that, m^ lord, no more o* that: Yoa 

mar all with this starting. 

Doct. Go to, go to; you have known what you 
should not. 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am 
sure of that: Heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady M. Here's the smell of /the hlood still: all 
the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little 
hand. Oh! oh! oh! 

Doct What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely 
charged. 

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my bosom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Jboct. Well, well, well,— 

Gent. 'Pray God, it be, sir. 

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice: Yet I 
have known those which have walked in their sleep, 
who have died holily in their beds. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your night- 
gown; look not so pale: — I tell you yet again, Ban- 
quo's buried; he cannot come out of his grave. 

Doct. Even so? 

Lady M. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the 
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand; 
What's done, cannot be undone: To bed, to bed, to 
bed. 

DESPISED OLD AGE. 

I have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into the sear,* the yellow leaf: 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have; but in their stead, 
Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not 

DISEASES OF THE MIND INCURABLE. 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 
Aaze out the written troubles of the brain; 
And^ with some sweet obYvVvcra;.^ ^.^tvi^^te^ 
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Cleanse the stufi 'd bosom of that perilous stuffi 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

REFLECTIONS ON LIFE. 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the last syllable of recorded time; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle 
Life's but a walking shadow; a poor player, 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is heard \no more: it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifj^ng nothing. ^' 
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ACT L 

PREFERMENT. 

'TIS the curse of service; 
Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 
Not by the old gradation, where each second, 
Stood heir to the first. 

lAGO^S DISPRAISE OF HONESTT. 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be tr-uly follow'd. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage. 
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass, 
For nought but provender: and, when he's oh]| 

cashier'd : 
Whip me such honest knaves: Others there are, 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd 

their coats. 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have «o\&ft«;^\ 
And such a one do I process my^^l. 
For fir. 
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It is aS'Siure as yom are Roderigo» 

Were I the Moor, I woald not be lago* 

In following him, I follow bat mjself; ^ 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 

Bat seeining so, for my pecaiiar end: 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 

In eono^liment extern,* 'tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 

For daws to peck at: I am not what I am. 

I.OVE, OTHELI^O'S SOLE MOTIVE FOE JfAKBTIirO 

For know, lago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhousedf free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. 

Othello's description to the senate of his 
winning the affections of desdemona. 
Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approv'd coO|d masters. 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is most true; true, Inave married her; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech 
And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace; 
For since these arms of mine hath seven years' pith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us'd 
Their dearest action J in the tented field; 
And little of this great world can I speak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause. 
In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious ps 

tience, 
I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love; what drugs, wW 

charms. 
What conjurations, and what mighty magic, 
(FoT such proceeding I am charg'd withal) 

' • Outward show of cm\i\.^, \\iTffl«x\\sA« ;^ 

t Beat exertion. ' 
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/ won his daughter with. 

• • • • 

Her father lov'd me; ofl; invited me; 

Still question- d me the story of my life. 

From year to year; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 

That I have pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment that he made me tell it 

Wherein I ^poke of most disastrous chances; 

Of moving accidents, by flood, and field; 

Of hair-breadth 'scapes i' the imminent deadlf 

breach; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe. 
And sold to slavery : of my redemption thence. 

And portance* in my travel's history 

• • # « 

These things to hear. 

Would Desdemona seriously incline: 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence; 

Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse: Which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour; and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcelsf she had something heard. 

But not interitively:! I did consent; 

And often did beguile her of her tears. 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke. 

That my youth sufFer'd. My story beinff done. 

She gave me for my pains a world of signs: 

She swore, — In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

stranee; 
•Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful; 
She wish'd, she had not heard it: yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd 

me; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I diould but teach him how to tell my story, 

♦^y behaviour. t Parts, ^ 

/ bUmithn and attention were once 
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And that would woo her. Upon this hint, 1 spake: 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd; 
Ana I lov'd her, that she did pity them. 

ACT II. 

PERFECT CONTENT. 

O my soul's joy! 
If after every tempest come such calms, 
Ma? the winds blow till they have waken'd death! 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympus-high; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
'Twere now to be most happy; for, I fear. 
My soul hath her content so absolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Suceeds m unknown fate. 

ACT III. 

A lover's EXCI^iiMATION. 

Farewell, my Desdemona. I will come to thee 

stfaight. 

# • • • 

[Exit Desdemona. 
Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul, 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 

OTHELLO'S FIRST SUSPICION. 

Olh. What dost thou think? 
/ogt). Think, my lord? 

0th. Think, my lord 

By heaven, he echoes me. 
As if there were sobie monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown.— Thou dost mean some- 
thing: 
I heard thee say but now — Thou lik'dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife; What did'st not hke? 
And, when I told thee^— he was of my counsel 
In my whole course ot -w waw^A^^^ ccy'dst, Indeedf 
And didst contract and ^xxx^fc )iJcvi Vtwi \.wy!j^^\^ v 



OTHELLO. J in 

Some horrible conceit: If thou dost love me, 
Show me thy thought. 

logo. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th. I think, thou dost; 

And, for I know thou art fall of love and honesty, 
And weigh'st thy- words before thou giv'st th^OA 

breath, — 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more: 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave, 
Are tricks of custom; but in a man that's just. 
They are close denotements, working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule. 

REPUTATION. 

Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls: 
Who steals my purse, steals trash; 'tis something, 

nothing; 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands; 
But he, that filches from me mj^ ^ood name, 
Robs me of that, whi^h not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. * 

Othello's jealousy gaining ground. 
This fellow's of exceeding honesty. 
And knows all qualities with a learned spirit, 
Of human dealings: If I do prove her haggard,* 
Though that her jessesf were my deir heart-strings, 
I'd whistle her off, and let dowm the wind. 
To pray at fortune. Haply, for I am black; 
And have not those soft parts of conversation. 
That chamberers]: have: — Or, fori am declin'd 
Into the vale of years; — ^yet that's not much; — 
She's gone; I am abus'd, and my relief 
Must be — to loath her. O curse of marriage. 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

* A species of hawk, also a term of reproach apj^d to 
t wanton. 
f Straps of leather by wYiicYi 9.\iv«V'»V0^^\^'^^8^.. 

^ Men of intrimie. -- 

24 
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Than keep a corner in the thing I lovei 
, For other's uses. 

DEFINITION OF JEALOVST, 

Trifles, light as air, ^ 

Are, to the Jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. 

I($go. Look, where he comes! [Enter Othello. 
Not poppy, nor mandragora,* 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dstf yesterday. 

0th, Ha! ha! false to me? 

Tome? 

lago. Why, how now, general? no more of that. 

0th. Avaun^! be gone ! thou hast set. me on th( 
rack: — 
I swear, 'tis better to be much abus'd. 
Than but to know't a little. 

lago. How now, my lord? 

0th. What sense? had I of her stolen hours of lusti 
I saw it not, thought it npt, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry; 
\ found not Cassio's kisses upon her lips: 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen. 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all. 

lago. I am sorry to hear this. 

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
PioneersJ and all, hac} tasted her sweet body. 
So I had nothing known: O now, for ever, 
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the bi^ wars, 
That make ambition virtue! O^. farewell! - 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner; and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war 
And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 

* The mandrake has a soporific quality. 
t Possessed 'st. 

t The vilest of the cwnv. "PVswi^t* Hi«tfe ^^\«ti^ 
degmded soldiers. 
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The immortal Jove's dread clamours cdanf^rfeit. 
Farewell*! Othello's occupation's gone ! 

logo. Is it possible ? — My lord, 

0th, Yillain, be sure thou prove my love a whore 
Be sure of it; give me the occular proof: 

[ Taking nim by the throat 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been born a dog, 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

lago. Is it come to this? 

Oth, Make me to see it; or (at the least) so prove it, 
That the pro{)ation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on : or, wo upon thy life ! 

lago. My noble lord — 

Oth. If thou doth slander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more: abandon all remorse:* 
On horror's head horrors accumulate: ^ 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd. 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

lago. , O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 

Are you a man? have you a soul, or sense? — 
God be wi' you; take mine office. — O wretched fool, 
That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice ! — 

monstrous world ! Take note ! take note, O world, 
To be direct and honest, is not safe. — « 

1 thank you for this profit; and, from hence, 

I'll love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 

Oth. Nay, stay: — Thou should'st be honest. 

lago. I should be wis^: for honesty's a fool, 
And loses that it works for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not; , 

I think that thou art just, and think thou art not; 

I'll have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 

As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black 

As mine own face. — If there be cords, or kniveSi 

Poison, or fire, or suifocatino; streams, 

I'll not endure it. — ^^Vould, 1 were satisfied. 
f 
V * All tenderness, all pity* 
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OYHBLUO'S 8TORT OF THE HANDKERCHICF, 

0th, That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 
She was a charmer,* and could almost read 
The thoughts of people: she told her, while sbt 

kept it, \ 

'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love; but if she lost it. 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
After new fancies: She, dying, cave it me; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so: and take heed oft, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye; 
To lose or give 't away, were such perdition, 
As nothing else could match. 

Des, Is it possible? 

Otk. 'Tis true: there's magic in the web of it: 
A sibyl that had number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses, 
In her prophetic fury sew'dthe work. 
The worms were halfow'd, that did breed the silk, 
And it was died in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserv'd of maidens' hearts. 

A lover's computation of time. 
What I keep a week away ? seven days and nights.' 
Eight score eight hours? and lovers' absent hoarSj 
More tedious tnan the dial eight score times ^ 
weary reckoning! 

ACT IV. 

Othello's distraction. 
0th, What hath he said? 

logo. 'Faith; that he did, — 1 know not what he did 
0th. What? what? 

lago. Lie 

0th. With her? 

r, on her J what you will. 

OB 



logo. With her, on her: what you will. 

Oth. Lie w*it\i het\ \\ft oxv \i^\' — ^We sa]^ lie 
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her, when they belie her: Lie with her! that's fal- 
some. — Handkerchief, — confessions, — handkerchief. 
To confess, and be hanged for his labour.* — First to 
be hanged, and thjn to confess: — 1 tremble at it. Na- 
ture would not invest herself in such shadowing 
passion, without some instruction. It is not words," 
that shake me thus: — Pish! — Noses, ears, and lips; 

— Is it possible? Confess! — Handkerchief! — 

devil ! — [Falls in a trance. 

HIS FONDNESS. 

A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned 
to-night; for she shall not live: No, my heart is 
turned to stone: I strike it, and it hurts my hand. 
O, the world hath not a sweeter creature : she might 
lie by an emperor's side, and command him tasks. 

lago. Nay, that's not your way. 

0th. Hang her; I do but say what she is: So de- 
licate with her needle ! — An admirable musician ! O, 
she will sing the savageness out of a bear! — Of so 
high and plenteous wit and invention! — 

lago. She's the worse for all this. » 

0th. O, a thousand, a thousand times: — And then, 
of so gentle a condition !t 

lago. Ay, too gentle. 

0th. Nay, that's certain: But yet the pity of it, 
lago! — O, lago, the pity of it, lago. 

HIS CONFIRMED JEALOUST. 

0th. Mistress,- 

Des. My lord? 

0th. What would you with h6r, sir? 

. Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

0th. Ay; you did wish, that I would make hei 
turn; 
Sir, she pan turn, and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep; 
A.nd she's obedient, as you say,— obedient, — 
Very obedient; — Proceed you in your tears. — 

* A proverbial sayinsf. 

tOfsoBweet 4ipposition. ^v* 
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Concerning this, sir, — ^^0, well-painted passibA;. 
I am commanded home: — Get you away; 
I'll send for you anon.--Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice; — Hence, avaunt ! 

[Exit D^SDEHOHA. 

Cassio shall have my place. And, — sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may sup together 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats, and mon- 
kies! [Elxit. 

HIS PATHETIC UPBRAIDING OF DESDEMONA. 

Des, Upon my knees, what doth your speech im- 
ports 
I understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 

0th. Wfiy, what art thou? 

Des. Your wife, m/ '^^ird; your true 

And loyal wife. 

Oth.^ Come, swear it, da nn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: the.-icfore be double- 

damn'd, 
Swear — thou art honest. 
DeS. Heaven 'Uth truly know it. 

Otk. Heaven truly knows, thw thou art false as 

, hell. 
Des. To whom, my lord? with whom^^ How am 

I false? 
0th. O Desdemona! away! liway! away! 
Des. Alas, the heavy day! — Why do you weep' 
' Am i the occasion of these tea' s, my lord? 
If, haply, you my father do su pect, 
An instrument of this your ca' mg back, 
Ijay not your blame on me; if rou have lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 

0th. H d it pleas'd heaven 

To try me with affliction: had he rain'd 
AH kinds of sores, and shames on my bare head; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the lery lips; 
Given to captivity me ^tid my utmost hopes; 
i should have fo\ii\A Vu ^o^Oi ^vc\. q.1 \k^ ^xi 
A cJrop of patience ; WV (^^\^ ^ \.;i \Ck•^^s.^. \a& 
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A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 

To point nis slow unmoving finger at, — 

0! 0» 

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well: 

But there, where I have garner'd* up my heart; 

Where either I must live, or bear no life; 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or else dries up; to be discarded thence! 

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads ' 

To knot and gender in ! — ^turn thy complexion theie 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubim; 

Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

l)es, I hope my noble lord esteems me honest. 

Oth, 0, ay; as summer files are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. thou weed, 
Who art so lovely fair, and smelT'st so sweet, 
Th^t the sense aches at thee. — 'Would thou hadst 
ne'er been born ! 

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed.^ 

Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book. 
Made to write whore upon? What committed! 
Committed ! — O thou public commoner ! 
I should make very forges of my cheeks. 
That would to cinders burn up modesty. 
Did I but speak thy deeds. — ^What committed ! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, dnd the moon winks; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear it: What committed I— 
Impudent strumpet ! 

Des, By heaven, you do me wrong 

Oth, Are not you a strumpet? ' - 

Des, No, as I am a christian: 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord. 
Prom any other foul unlawful touch. 
Be — not \o be ^. strumpet, I am none. 

Oth, What, not a whore? 

Des, No, as I shall be stre 

Oth, Is it possible? 

I}es. O, hearen forgive ua\ 

• Treasuxed u^» 
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« 

Of A. I cry you mercy, then* 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. . q 

' desdemoica's fidelity. k 

O, good lago, 
What shall I do to win my lord again ? i 

Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of |iearen) Si 
I know not how I lost him. Her^ I kneel: — 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love, 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine ^yes, mine ears, or any sense - 
Delighted them in any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 
And ever will — Though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly. 
Comfort forswear me! Unkindness may do much; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. 

ACT V. 

Othello's irhesolution to murder desdemoka. 

SCENE."- — A Bedchamber; Desdemona in bed 

asleep, A light burning. 
It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul. — 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars' 
It is the cause. — ^Yet I'll not shed her blood; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of her's than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[ Takes off his sword 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light:* 
If 1 quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
1 can again thy former light restore, 
Should I repent me; — but once put out thine, 
Thou cunnin^'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat. 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck\ 

thy rose, 
t can not give it Vvl«\ ^onsXXv ^^^va.^ 
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It needsl must wither: — I'll smell it on the tree — 

[Kissing her, 

balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword! — One more, one more- 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after: — One more, and this the last: 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep, , 

But they are cruel tears: This sorrow's heavenly: 
It strikes, where it doth love. ' 

HIS CONFUSION AFTER THE MURDER. 

Ycs', — 'tis Emelia: — ^by and by. She's dead 
Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death: 
The noise was high, — Ha! no more moving.^ 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in? Were't good? 

1 think, she stirs again:— ^No. — What's the best? 
If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife: 
My wife! my wife! what wife? — I have no wife: 
0, insupportable! O heavy hoi\rI 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 

Of sun and^ moon; and that the afifrighted globe 

Should yawn at alteration. 

HIS LOVE. 

Had she been true. 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,* 
['d not have sold her for it. 

HIS REMORSE. 

Behold! I have a weapon; 
A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh: I have seen the day, 
Tnat, with this little arm, and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop: — But, O vain boa«t* 
Who can contrql his fate ? 'tis not so now. — 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd; 
H^re is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
And very sea mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back dismay'd? 'tis a lost fear, 
Man but a rush »^ainst Othello's bce^j^^ 
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And he retires: — ^Whcre should Othello go?— \^ 

Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd wenc\ 
Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at compt* \i 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven 
And fiends will snatch at it cold. Cold, my girl? 
Even like thy chastity. — 
cursed, cursed slave ! — Whip me, ye devils, 
From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds, roast me m sulphur! 
Wash me in steep down gulfs of liquid fire * — 

Desdemona! Desdemona! dead? 
Dead?O!0!O! 

HIS SPEECH BE7 0RE HIS DEATH. 

Soft' you; a word or two, before you go. / 

1 have done the state some service, and they know it, 
No more of that : — I pray you, in your letters, 
When^you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as 1 am; nothing extenuate. 
Nor set down au^ht in malice : then must you speak 
Of one, that lov'd not wisely, but too well; 
Oj[ one, not easily jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whpse hand, , 
Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away. 
Richer than all his tribe; cf one, whose suodu'd eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood. 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gdm: Set you down this: 
And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 
And smote him — ^thus. [Stabs himself. 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 
ACT L 

LOVE. 

LO\E is a smoke xais'*^ mlWV^ ^xime of si^fasi 
Being porg'd, a Are BpaTVAm^VciXvywc* «^^\ 
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Being vex'd, a se^ nourish'd with lovers' teafs: 
What is it else? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving swe%t. 

ON DREAMS. 

O, then, I see, queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies* 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep . 
Her wagon-spokes made of long spinner's legs; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers; 
The traces of the sinallest spider's web; 
The collars, of the moonshine's watery beams: 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash, of film: 
Her wagoner, a small gray-coated gnat, 
Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid; 
Her chariot is an empty |azel-niit. 
Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub, 
Tim9 out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love 
On courtiers' knees, that dream on court 'sies straight 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees: 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are. 
Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier's nose, 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit:t 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail. 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep. 
Then dreams he of another benefice: 
Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 
Drams in his ear; at which ne starts and wakes; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a ptayet <^t t^^^ 

* AtooB, \ A. p\«LCA \a coxoX. 
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And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 
That plats the iiLanes of horses in'^the night; 
And bakes the elf-locks* in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the ha^, when maids lie on their backs, 
That presses them, and learns them first to bear. 
Making them women of good carriage. 
This, this is she — 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace 

'Vhou talk'st of nothing. 

jtler. True, I talk of dreams; 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air; 
And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now, the frozen bosom of the noith. 
And, bein^ anger'd, puflfs away from thence, 
Turning his face to the dew-dro^jping south. 

DESCRIPTION OP A BBiA^TT. 

0, she doth teach the torches to burn bright' 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night • 

Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop'sf ear: 
Beauty too rich for use, for, earth too dear! 
So shows a snowy dove tiooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 

ACT II. 

THE GARDEN SCENE. 

Enter Romeo. 
Rom, He jests at scars that never felt a wound.— 
[Juliet appears above, at a window 
But, soft! what light through yonder winidow breaks' 
It is the east, and Ju^et is the sun ! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon. 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 
Be not her maid,t since she is^envious; 

* «. e. Fairy locks, locVs o^\vwx ^oXX.^^ ^xvd tangled U 
the night. 
t An Ethiopian, a b\acVL, 
tA votary to tb© moon, \o "^iwi^* 
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Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. — 

It is my lady; O, it is my love* • 

0, that she knew she were!— 

She speaks, yet she says nothing; What of that, 

Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 

I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks; 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes 

To twinkle in their spheres till they return 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head; 

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 

As daylight doth a lamp; her eye in heaven 

Would through the airy region stream so bright, 

That birds would sing, and think it were not night 

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 

0, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul, / Ah, me! 

Rom, She speaks ' 

0, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head, 
As IS a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds. 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jid. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo f 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, . 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall f hear more, or shall I speak at this? 

Jul, »Tis but thy name, that is my enemy. 
* « « * « 

What's in a name? that which we call a rose, 
By any other name would smell as sweet; ^ 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes,* 
Without that title :— Romeo, doS\ \i>K^ w'ass;iV> 

♦ OwDB, possesses. \\>^ *• 

25 
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And for that name, which is no part of thcCi 
Take all myself. 

Rom, • I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreenM 
night, 
So stumblest on my counsel? 

Rom. By a name 

I know not huw to tell thee who I am: 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee; 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sounds 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike, 

Jul, How cam'st thou hither, tell me? and where- 
fore? 
The orchard walls are high, andl^ai^d to climb, 
And the place death, considering who thou art, 
If any of^my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom, With love's light wings did I o'er-perch 
these walls; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out; 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt, 
Therefore, thy kinsmen are no let* to me. 

ful. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom, Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye^ 
Than twenty of their swords; look thou but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul, I would not for the world, they saw thee here. 

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide m6 from their 
sight; 
And, but thou love me,t let them find me here: 
Mv life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out thii 

place? 
Mom* By love, w\io ^t«^. d\<\^xQm\^\BfcVa\\!j5;^^\ 
• Hinderanoo. \ \3ii\«a itSnaxiVw^ is^ 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 291 

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eves. 
I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far ^ 
As that vast shore i/vash'd with the furthest sea, 
I would adve&ture for such merchandise. 

Jul. Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face 
£lse would a maiden hlush bepaint my cheek, 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke; But farewell compliment I 
Dost thou love nie.? I know thou wilt say — Ay; 
And I will take thy word; yet, if thou swear'st, 
Thou may'st prove false: at lovers' peifjuries. 
They say, Jove laughs. 0, gentlo Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully; * 
Or if thouthink'st I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay. 
So thou wilt woo; out, else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond; 
And therefore thou may'st think my 'haviour* light. 
But, trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange.) 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou overheard'st, ere I was 'ware, 
My true love's passion: therefore pardon me; 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom, Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear, 
That tips with silver all the fruit-tree tops — 

Jul, O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom, What shall I swear by.? 

Jvl, Do not swear at all, 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the God of my idolatry. 
And I'll believe thee. 

Rom, If my heart's dear love— 

Jul, Well, do not swear: a.\lViO\x^\\a^ v^*^^*^. 
fbsLve no joy in this contract o^ \.o-ivv^\.*. 

♦ Behaviour. ^ ^Vj • 
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It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden : 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 
Ere one can say — It Ughtens. Sweet, good night! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet, 
Good ni^ht, good night; as sweet repose and rest 
Come Vo thy heart, as that within my breast ! 

Rom, 0, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied? ' 

Jul, What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 

Rom, The exchange of thy love's faithful vow foi 
mine. 

Jul I gave thee mine before thou didst request it. 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom, Would'st thou withdraw it? for what pur* 
pose, love? 

Jul, But to be frank,* and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have; 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea. 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 

[Nurse calls within, 
I hear some noise within; Dear love, adieu! 
Anon, good nurse! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [£xti. 

Jcom. blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream. 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 
Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul, Three words, dear Romeo, and good nighti 
indeed. 
If that thy bentf of love be honourable. 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one tnat I'll procure to come to thee, 
W"here, and what time, thou wilt perform the rile; 
And all my fortunes at thy feet ril lay 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 

Nurse, {Within.] Madam. 

JtU, I come, anon: — But if thou mean'st not wcH 
f do beseech thee, — 
Nurse. [ Frit?iin."\ lA^iA^tci. 

• Free. \ \iiOi2a»>i«a» 



ROMEO AND JUUET. 293 

Jtd, By and by, I come: — 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rom, So thrive my soul. — 

Jul, A thousand times good night ! [Exit, 

Rom, A thousand times the worse, to want thy 
light.— 
CiOvc goes toward lore, as schoolboys from their 

' books; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retiring slowly 
Re-enter Juliet, above, 

Jul, Hist ! Romeo, hist ! — O, for a falconer's voice, 
To lure this tassel-gentle* back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud* 
Else would [ tear the cave 'where echo lies. 
And make her s^ry tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. ' 

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name ! 
How silver-sweet sound lovers* tongues by nightj 
Like softest music to attending ears! 

Jul, Romeo! 

Rom, My sweet I 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee? 

Rom, At the hour of nine. 

Jul, I Vill not fail; 'tis twenty years till then^ • 
( have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom, Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Rememb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom, And I'll still stay; to have thee still forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almost morning, I would have thee gone 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird; 
Who let's it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,t 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom, i would, 1 were thy ovx^ 

* The niafo of tha goshawk. \ ¥^\.\«cm. 
55* 
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JyL Sweet, so wc 

Yet 1 should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good night, good night I parting is such swc 
That I shall say — good nignt, till it he morrow. 

love's heralds. 

Love's heralds should he thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's h 
Driving back shadov^s over lo vv 'ring hills: 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw lov 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid win 

VIOLENT DELIGHTS NOT LASTING. 

These violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die; like fire and powdc 
Which, as they kiss, consume. 

LOVERS LIGHT OF FOOT. 

0, SO light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint: 
A lover may bestride the gossomers* 
That idle in the wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall; so light is vanity. 

actIii. 

A lover's IMPATIENCE. 

I Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus' mansion; such a wagoner 
As Phaiton would whip you to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 
Spread thy close curtain, love performing nig 
That run-away 's eyes may wink; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen !- 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties: or, if love be blind, 
It best agrees with night. 

ROMEO ON HIS BANISHMENT, 

SCENE.— Fnar Laurence's CeU. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

JVi. A gentler ^uA^metvt -v^wish'd from his 
Not body's death, b\i\. V>oA^^s\i^m%>Msv^\w\., 

• The long wlute fiLaaieTiV. vAwaYw^^Nsi^QtA 



L 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 296 

Rom. Ha! banishment? be merciful, say — death: 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death : do not say — banishment. 

.FW. Hence from Verona art thou banished 
Be patient: for the world is broad iand wide. 

Mom, There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
Hence banished, is banished from the world, 
\nd world's exile is death: — then banishment 
Is death mis-term'd: calling death — banishment, 
Thou cut'st my hcrad off with a golden axe. 
And smil'st upon the'stroke that murders mc. 

Fri. O deadly sin! rude unthankfulness! 
Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind prince 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law, 
And turn'd that black word death to banishment: 
This is dear mercy and thou see'st it not. 

Rom. 'Tis torture and not mercy: heaven is here, 
Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog, 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing. 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. — More validity,* 
More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo; they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips; 
Who, even in pure and vestal modesty. 
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin; 
But Romeo may not; he is banished: 
Flies may do this, when 1 from this must fly; 
They are free men, but I am banished. 
And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death.? 
Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife^ 
No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 
But — banished — to kill me; banished? 
friar, the damned use that word in hell; 
Howlings attend it: how hast thou the he&rt, 
Being a divine, a ghostly cbnfcssor, 
A sin-absolver, and my friend ^roCess^'d^ 

• Worth, v«iXutt 
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To mangle me with that word — ^hanishment? 

FrL Thou fond madman, hear me but speak a word 

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment. 

Fri. I'll give thee armour to keep oiOfthat word; 
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy, 
To comfort thee, thoueh thou art banished. 

Rom, Yet banished?— Hang up philosophy! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom; 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more. 

Fri, 0, then I see that madmen have no cars. 

Rom, How should they, when that wise men have 
no eyes? 

Fri, Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 

Rom, Thou canst not speak of what thou dost not 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, [feel: 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 
Doting like me, and like me banished, 
Then might 'st thou speak then might'st thou tear thy 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, [hair, 

Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

RELUCTANCE OP LOVERS ,TO PART 

SCENE. Juliet's Chamber, 

Jul, Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day; 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark. 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree: 
Believe me, love, it was tne nightingale. 

Rom, It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No nightingale: look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east: 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops; 
1 must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

JiU, Yon light is not day-light, J know it, I; 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And Jight thee on thy way to Mantua: 
1 ;^refore stay yet, Inou xv^^^^sV wq\. \^ V^ ^one. 

/lorn. Let me\)eWei^,\^^.tJVfcVi^>^^^.^^'^'t'^'^N 
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I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'll say, yon gray is not the morning's eye, 
*Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow;* 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heav'n so high above lOur heads: 
I have more caref to stay, than will to go:— 
Gome, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.— 
How is't, my soul? let's talk, it is not day. 

ACT IV 

JULIET'S RESOLUTION. 

O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower; 
Or walk in thievish ways; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are; chain me with roaring bears* 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er cover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones. 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls; 
Or bid me go into a newrmade grave. 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me 

tremble; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To liv« an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

JULIET'S SOLILOqUT ON DRINKING THE OPIATE. 

Farewell ! — God knows, wheii we shall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the! heat of life : 
I'll call them back again ^o comfort me; — 
Nurse! — What should she do here? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 
Gome, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all? 
Must I of force be married to the county? — 
No, no; — ^this shall forbid it :• — ^lie thou tnere. — 

• ^ [Laying down a dagger. 

What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead; 
Lest m this marriage he should \^« dvsJ[i<atL<csv»^^^ 

♦ Eeflection of the moon. \ \wc\\T«Sass«^ 
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Because be marry'd me before to Romeo? 
1 fear it b: and ?et, metbinks, it sboald iiot| 
For be batb still been tried a bolj man: 
I will not entertain so bad a thougbt. — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point! 
ball I not then be stifled in the raolt. 
To whose foal month no healthsome air breathes iBi 
And there die strangled ere mj Romeo comes? 
Or, if I live, it is not very like, , 

The hojrrible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place, — 
As m a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
' Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth. 
Lies fest'ring in his shroud; where, as they say, 
At some hours in the night spirits resort; — 
Alack, alack ! i<s it not like, that I, 
So early waking, — what with loathsome smells; 
And shrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad;* — 
9! if I wake shall I not be distraught,! 
Environed with all these hideous fears? 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints? 
And pluck tne mangled Tybalt from his shroud? * 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains? 
O, look! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier's point : — Stay, Tybalt, stay ! — 
Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She throws herself wi the bed. 

* The fabulous accounts of the plant called a man- 
drake give it a degree of animal life* and when it is torn 
from the ground it groans, which is fatal to him thai 
pnUs it up. 

t Detracted* 
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JOT CHANGED TO SORROW. 

All things, that we ordained festival, 
Tom from their office to black funeral: 
Our in«truments to melancholy bells; 
Oar wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast; 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change; 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

ACT V. 

Romeo's description and discourse with thi 

apothecary 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 
Let's see for means: — 0^ mischief, thoii art swift. 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men I 
I do remember an apothecary, — 
And hereabouts he a wells — ^whom late I noted 
Fn tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples;* meagre were his looks, 
And in his neeay shop a tortoise hung, 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones: 
An alligator stuff 'd^ and other skins 
Of ill-shap'd fishes; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders and musty seeds. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses. 
Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said — 
And if a man did need a poison now, 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
0, this same though^ did but fore-run my need; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house: 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop b shut. — 
What, ho! apothecary! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Jp. Who calls so loud? 

Mom, Come hither, man. — ^l t^e WaI ^^^^ «i^ 
poori 
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Hold, there is forty ducats: let me hare 

A dram of poison : such soon speeding geer* 

As will disperse itself through all the veins, 

That the life-weary taker may fall dead; 

And that the trunk may be discharged of breath 

As violently, as hasty powder fir'd 

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua's law 
Is death to any he that utters them. 

Bom, Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness, . 
And fear'st to die? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes, 
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery, 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law; • 
The» world affords no law to make thee rich; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

^. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 

nom. 1 pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap, Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off; and if you had the strength 
Of twenty men it would despatch you straight. 

Rom, There is thy gold, worse poison to men** 
souls. 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world. 
Than these poor compounds that thou may'st not sell: 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell; buy food, and get thyself in flesh. 

THE CONTEST OP ROMEO AND PARIS. 

Far, Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague; 
Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee: 
Obey, and go with me; for thou must die. 

Rom, I must, indeed, and therefore came I hither 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man, 
Fly hence and leave me; — ^think upon these gone; 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth, 
Heap not another sin upon my head. 
By urging me to fury : — 0, be gone ! 
By heaven, 1 love l\kee"\ie\.l^x m^n myself: 
For I eome hither, mto?^ ^^^\xv^ ik^^^\ 
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Stay not, begone : — ^live, and hereafter say— 
A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 

Par, t do defy tny conjurations,* 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom, Wilt thou provoke me? then have at thec^ 

boy. [They fight, 

«« » « « 

Par. 0, 1 am slain ! [Falls.! — If thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [^Dies, 

Rom. In faith, 1 will: — Let me peruse this face; — 
Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris: — 
What said my man,Nwhen my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode? I think. 
He told me, Paris should have married Juliet: 
Said he not so? or did I dream it so? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was so! — O give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book! 

ROMEO'S LAST SPEECH OVER JULl£T IN THE TOMB. 

O, my love! my wife! 
Death, that hath suck'd the ^loney of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
Thou art not conquer'd; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there. — 
Tybalt, liest t!.ou there in thy bloody sheet? 
, O, what more favour 'can I do to thee, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To sunder his that was thine enemy! 
Forgive me, cousin ! — Ah, dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet so fair ! Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous; 
And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour! 
For fear of that, I will still stay with thee; 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again; here, here will I remain 
, With worms^thal are thy cl^ambermaids; 0, here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest; 

• I refuse to do as thou conjwrest "roftVa ^<ci^ v t% ^«^iwfti 
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And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world-wearied flesh. — ^Eyes, look your last 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — 
Come, bitter conduct,* come unsavoury guide! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark! 
Here'^to my love! — [Drinks.] O, true apothecary! 
Thy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kiss I die, [Dte$, 
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ACT I. 

PAINTING, 

THE painting is almost the natural man; 
For since dishonour traffics with man's nature, 
He is but outside: These penciled figures are 
Even such as they give out.f 

THE PLEASURE OF DOING GOOD. 

0, you gods, think I, what need we have any 
friends, if we should never have need of them? thej 
were the most needless creatures living, should we 
ne'er have use for them: and would most resemble 
sweet instruments hung up in cases, that keep their 
sounds to themselves. Why, I have often wished 
myself poorer, that I might come nearer to you. 
We are born to do benefits: and what better or pro- 
perer can we call our own, than the riches of our 
friends? O, what a precious comfort 'tis, to have so 
many, like brothers, commanding one another's for^ 
tunes! 

ACT n. 

A FAITHFUL STEWARD. 

So the gods bless me, 
Whi'n all our offices^ have been oppress'd 
* Conductor. \ "PictviviaVwj^ Ttfi>K|V^««s^% ^Ss«\ ui 
friiat they profess to \)e. 
♦ The apartmenta «XVolie^ to cvJimaxi ^^«a^%». 
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Wt^ riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine: when every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and braj'd with minstrelsy; 
1 have retired me to a wasteful cock,* 
And set mine eyes at flow. 

iuGR^TITUDE. 

They answer in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall,t wafnt treasure, cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry — ^you »are honour- 
able, — 
But yet they could have wishM — they know not — but 
Something hath been amiss^a noble nature 
May catch a wrench— would all were well — tis 

pity— 

And so, intending J other serious matters. 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions,§ 
With certain half-caps)], and cold-moving nods, 
They froze me ihto silence. 

ACT III. 

TH£ MISERABLE SHIFTS OF INGRATITITDE. 

Ser, My honoured lord, — [ To lAicnu. 

Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, sir. Fare 
thee well; — Commend me to thy honourable virtuous ' 
lord, my very exquisite friend. 

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath 
sent 

Lue. Ha! what has he sent? I am so much en- 
deared to that lotd; he's ever sending: How shall I 
thank him, thinkest thou? And what has he sent now? 

Ser. He has only sent his present occasion now, 
my lor(J; requesting your lordship to supply his in- 
stant use with so many talents. 

Luc. I know, his lordship is but merry with me; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

♦ A pipe with a turning stopple running to waste, 
tie. At an ebb. t Intending, had anciently tht 

fame meaning as attending. \ 

*§ Broken hints, abrupt remaika. 
^ ii iiaif cap is a cap slightly mov«d> xtfA V^^ ^^ 
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Ser, But in the mean time he wants less, my lor^^ 
If his occasion were not virtuous,* 
I should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Liu:. Dost thou speak senouslj^^ Serviliui? 

Ser, Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Ltwj. What a wicked beast was I, to disfurnish 
myself ^gainst such a good time, when I might have 
shown myself honourable ? how unluckily it happened, 
that I should purchase the day before for a little part, 
and undo a great deal of honour; — Servilius, now 
before the gods, I am not able to do't; the more beast, 
I say : — I was sending to use lord Timon myself, 
these gentlemen can witness; but I would not, for 
the wealth of Athens, I had done it now. Commend 
me bountifully to his good lordship; and I hope his 
honour will conceive the fairest of me, because I 
have no power to be kind: And tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greatest afflictions, ^ay, that I 
cannot pleasure such an honourable gentleman. 
Good Servilius, will you befriend me so far, as to use 
mine own woi^cjs to him? 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc, I will look you out a good turn, Servilius.— 

[Exit Servilius. 
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed j^ 
And he, that's once denied, will hardly speed. [Exit, 

AGAINST DUELLING. 

Your words have took such pains, as if they la* 

bour'd 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed. 
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were but newly born: 
He's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe; and make hif 

wrongs ' 

His outsides; wear them like his raiment, carelessly] 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his h^art, 
To bring it into dan^w. ♦ 

• " If he did not yrml il fox «. v^^^^a^ 
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ACT IV. 

TIMON^S EXECRATION OP THE ATHENIANS, 

SCENE.— Without the walls of Athens. 

Let me look bac^ upon thee, thou wall, 
That girdlest in those wolveh ! Dive in the earth. 
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent! 
Obedience fail in children! slaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench, 
And minister in their stead ! to general filths* 
Convert o' the instant^ green virginity ! 
Do't in your parent's eyes! bankrupts, hold fast; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truster's throats! bound servants, steal ' 
Large handed robbers your grave masters ^re. 
And pill by law! maid, to thy master's bed; 
Thy mistress is o' the brothel! son of sixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from the old limping sire, 
With it beat out his brains! piety, and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 
Decline to your confounding contraries,t 
And yet confusion live ! — Plagues incident to men. 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke! thou cold sciatica. 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners! lust and liberty !J 
Creep in the»minds and marrows of our 3'outhj 
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive, 
And drown themselves in riot! itches, blains, 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms; and their crop 
Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath; 
That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing V\\ bear from thee, 
But nakedness, thou detestable town { 

* Common sewers. 

t i. e. Contrarieties, whose nature it ]& to waste 0,1 di^ 
itroj each other. \YQt\:&w«&S!MRai^ 
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A FRISND FOB&AESN. 

As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave: 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their false vows with him 
Like empty purses pick'd: and his poor self, 
A dedicated Ibeggar to the air, 
With his disease of all-shuiin'd poverty, 
Walks, like contempt, alone. 

ON GOLD. 

Earth, yield me roots ! ' [I^iggtf^ 

Who seeks for better of thee, sjauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison! What is here? 
Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No, gods, 
I am no idle votarist.* Roots, you clear heavens! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white; foul, 

fair J 
Wrong, right; base, noble; old, young; coward, 

valiant. 
Ha, you gods! why this? What this, you gods? 

Why this 
Will lug your priests and servants from your sides, 
Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads: 
This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions; bless the accurs'd; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador'd; place thieves. 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 
With senators on the bench: this is it. 
That makes the wappen'df widow wed again; 
She, whom the spital-house, and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
To the April day again. j: Come, damned earth, 
Thou coTimon whore of mankind, that put'st odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. 

* No insincere 6r incdnstant supplicant. Gold will not 
serve me instead of roots. 
f Sorrowful 

t i, e» Gold restores hsi to ^\ V\v& vR^^\xk»9a vc^d €»8h» 
iww of youth. 
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TIMON TO ALC£BIAD£S. 

Go on,' — here's gold, — go on; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er some high-vic'd city hang his poison 
In the sick air: let^ot thy sword skip one: 
Pity not hon9ur'd age for his white heard. 
He's an usurer: Strike me the counterfeit matron: 
It is her hahit only that is honest, 
HerselPs a bawd: Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thv trenchant* sword; for those milk paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not witnin the leaf of pity writ. 
Set them down horrible traitors: Spare not the babe, 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy; 
Think it a bastard,t whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut. 
And mince it sans remorse:]: Swear against objects;§ 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whose proof nor, yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy soldiers* 
Make large donfusion; and, thy fury spent. 
Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone. * 

TO THE COURTESANS. 

Consumption sow ' 

In hollow bones of man; strike their sharp shins, 
And mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more false title plead, 
Nor sound his quillets || shrilly; hear the flame n, 
That scolds against the quality of flesh, 
And not believes himself: down with the nose, 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee. 
Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pate ruf 

fians bald; 
And let the unscar'd braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you. 

* Cutting. t An allusion to the tale of Cedipus 

t Without pity. 

§t, e, AiPainst obiects o£ «[\a».t\\.N ^iSi'^ c.QpcK^"»a»sstt.. 
JT Subtiities. 



Jiois BEAimES OF SflAKSPEABE. 

HIS REFLECTIONS ON THE EARTH. 

That nature, being sick of man's unkiiidness, 
Should yet be hungry ! — Common mother, thou. 

Whose womb unmeasurable, ana infinite breast,* 
Teems, and feeds all; whose self-same mettle. 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue. 
The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd wormt 
With all the abhorred births below crispt heaven 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire dotn shine; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous bosom one poor root! 
£nsear thy fertile and conceptions womb. 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man I 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears: 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above ^ 
Never presented! — O, a root, — Dear thanks! 
Drr up thy marrow, vines, and plough-torn leas; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts, 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind, 
That from it all consideration slips! 

HIS DISCOURSE WITH APEMANTUS. 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected. 
A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
Fi'om change of fortune. Why this spade? thii 

. place? 
This slave-like habit? and these looks of care? 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft; 
Hug their diseas'd perfumes,§ and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper, || 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee, hinge thy knee. 
And let his breath, whomthou'lt observe, 

* Boundless surface. 

t The serpent called the bUnd worm. t Bent 

9 »• e. Their ^^ased ^^itvjtmfi^ xca&VKeaKi^^ 

i( t. «. Shame not tVveae ^ooda\s^ ^^m^\«sS^. 
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filow off thy cap: praise his most vicious strain j ! 

And call it excellent: Thou wast told thus; 

Thou gav'st thine ears, like tapsters^ that hid wi^- 

come, 
To knaves, and all approachers; 'Tis most just,, 
That thou turn rascal; hadst thou wealth a^ain, 
Rascals should hav't. Do not assume my likeness. 
Tim, Were I like thee, Pd throw away myself. 
Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like 

thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool: What think*st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these mofl6*d 

trees. 
That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels. 
And skip when thou point'st out. Will the ^Id 

brook, 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, . 
To cure thy o'er night's surfeit? call the creatures,— 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven : whose bare unhoused trunks. 
To the conflicting elements expos'd, 
Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee; 

O ! thou shalt find — 

« • « ' • • ' 

Tim, Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender 
arm 
With favour never clasp'J| but bred a dog. 
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath,* proceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou would'st have plung'd thy- 
self 
In general riot; malted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust; and never learn'd f , 

The icy precepts of respectf but follow'd ., 

The sugar'd game before thee. But myself, ,[ '/ 
Who had the world as my confectionary; \ ^ ^ 

• From infftB<^. ^ '^ 

f Tbo cold admonitions of caulVovjia ^x\i<\«cic». 
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The mouths^ the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of 

men 
At duty, more than I could ffame employment; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows; — I, to bear this 
That never knew but better, is some burdeh: 
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why shouldest thou 

hate men? 
They never flatter'd thee: What hast thou given 
If thou wilt curse — ^thy father, that poor rag, 
Must be thy subject; who, in spite, put stun 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rosue herecfitary,- Hence ! be gone ! — 
If thouhadst not been born the worst of men 
Thou hadst been a knave, and flatterer. 

ON GOLD. 

O, thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Loqkirig on the Gold 
Twixt natural son and sire; Thou'bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purest bed! thou valiant Mars! 
Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd, and delicate wooer. 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou visible god. 
That solder'st close impossibilities. 
And mak'st them kiss! that i^peak'st with every 

tongue, 
To every purpose; 0, thou touch* of hearts! 
f hink, thy slave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire ! 

TIMON TO THE THIEVES. 

Why should you want? Behold the earth hath roots; 
Witbin this mile break forth a hundred springs: 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips: 
The bounteous bousevrife^ nature, on eacn bush 
Lijs hep full mess "betote "j wx. '^ vbXX '^V^ 'm^^^*.'. 
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1 TAtef. We cannot live on grass, on berries, 

water, 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 
Tim, Nor on the beasts themselves, this birds, and 

fishes; 
Y^ia must eat men* Yet thanks I mast you con. 
That you are thieves profess*d; that you work not 
I)Y holier shapes^ for there is boundless theft 
In limited* professions. Rascal thieves, 
H»fje's gold: Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape. 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth, 
And so 'scape hanging: trust not the physician; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob: take wealth and lives together; 
Do, villany, do, since you profess to do't, 
Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery: 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs ^e vast sea: the moon's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun : 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears: the earth's a thief. 
That feeds and breeds by a composturef stolen 
From general excrement: each thing's a thief; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have un£;heck'd the(%. Love not youTselves^away; 
Rob one another. There's more gold: Cutthroats;/^ 
All that you meet are thieves: To Athens, gov 
Break open shops; nothing can you steal, 
But thieves do lose it. ■ / 

ON HIS HONEST STEWARD. 

Forgive my general and exceptless rashness, 
Perpetual sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake me not, — ^but one: 
No more, I pray,— and he is a steward.— ' 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thbutedeem^t thyself : But all, save thce^ 
I fell wi^b curses. 

Methinks thou att inore ho^st now, than' mx^, \ 

Por,.fy<«|>firttSiiigaiidbetri^i5fi^m%) v \ 

rhoa ioigfaC^ bare soou^ ^oV ^^tv^VVvw ^w^\ 
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For laaajr so arriire at second ma^ter^f 
Upon their first lord's neclc. 

ACT V. 

PROMISING AND PCRFORMANCB. 

Promising is the very air o' the time: it opens t 
eyes of expectation : performance is ever the dnl 
for hb act; and, but m the plainer and simpler ki 
of people, the deed of saying* is quite out of u 
To promise is most courtly and fashionable: perfof 
anCe is a kind of will or testament, ^vhich arguei 
great sickness in his judgment that makes it. 

WRONG AND INSOLENCE. 

Now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease; 
And pursy insolence shall break his wind. 
With fear and horrid flight. 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 
ACT I. 

MERCY. 

WILT thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 

THANKS. 

Thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

ACT II. 

INVITATION TO LOVE. 

The birds chant melody on every bush; 

• The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind^ 
And make a chequer'd shadow on the ground; 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us ^t, 

^Aiid— whilst the babbling echo mocks the hoondl^ 



^ the doing oC ibal w« tvid yi« "woi^iA^ ^ 
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Rcplymg-shriHy to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, — 
Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise: 
And, after conflict, such as was supposed 
The wandering prince of Dido once epjoy'd, 
When with a happy storm they were surprised, 
And curtained with aicounsel-keeping cave, — 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber; 
While hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious buds, 
Be unto us, as is a nurse's song 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

DESCRIPTION OF A MELANCHOLY YALLST. 

A barren detested vale, you see, it is: 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'crcome with mosS) and baleful misletoe. 
Here never shines the sun; here nothing breeds. 
Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
And, when they show'd me this abhorred pit, 
Th6y told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 
Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins • 
Would make such fearful and confused cries, 
As any mortal body, hearitig it. 
Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 

DESCRIPTION OF A RING. 

Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A brecious ring, that lightens all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in some monumen^, 
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit. 

LAVINA AT HER LUTE. 

Fair Philomela, she but lost her ton^e, 
And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind: 
.But lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee: 
A. craftier Tereus hast thou met withal. 
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off. 
That could have better sew'd than Philoms. 
0} had the monster seen Wi^^eX^^ \a.^^ . . .^ 

a? 
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Tremble, lil^e aspen leaves^ ui>on z, Inte, 

And make tbe silken strings delight to kisstheUi; 

He would not th^n have touchM them for his life: 

Or had he beard the heavenly harmony. 

Which that sw^et tongue hath made. 

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep, 

As Cerberus, at the Thracian poet's* feet. 

ACT III. 

LAVINA^S LOSS OF HER TONQUC DESCRIBED. 

0, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with such pleasing eloquence. 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage: 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied* notes, enchanting every ear! 

DESPAIR. 

For now I stand as one upon a rock. 
Environed with a wilderness of sfta; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow ware by ware,' 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will, in his brinish bowels, swdloW him; 

TEARS. 

When I did name hier brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almost wither'd. 

CRUELTY TO INSECTS. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but killM a fly. ■ ' . 

Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mother 
How would he hang his slender gilded wing?, 
And buz lamenting doing$ in the air ! 
Poor harmless fly ! 

That with hispretty bU£;2iiig melody, flnau 

Came here to make us merry; and thou hist KtU'd 

REVENGE. 

Lo, by thy iside vfhere Rape, and Murder, staiin!! 
Now give some 'surance that thou art Revenge, ; 
Stab them, r»r tear them on thy chariot wheefi; ': 
And then H\ come,>TvAVift >i)a^ Nq^'cjstiR.t^ ; 
And whirl along Vil\iAV»fe ^wsXVbr ^^^r4. 
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Provide' tlie proper palfries, black as jet. 
To hale thy vengeful wagon swift awaj, 
And /ind out murderers in their guilty caves: 
And, when thy car is loaden with their headi^ 
I will dismount, and by the wagon wheel 
Trot, like a serWle footman, all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east, 
tiBtil his very downfall in the sea 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 
ACT I. 

LOVE IN A BRAVE TOUNG SOLDIEIK 

CALL here my varlet,* I'll unarm again; 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan, thaliis master,of his heart, 
Let him to field; Troilus, alas! hath noae. 
« • • • 

The Crreeks are strong and skilful to their strength^ 
Pierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant; 
But I am weaker then a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sheep, fonderf than ignorance; 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 
And skill-less as unpractis'd infancy. 

• » « • • 

O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus, — 
When I do tell thee. There my hopes lie drownM, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep ■ 
They lie cndrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
in Cressida's love : Thou answer'st, she is fair; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 
In whose comparison all whites are ink, 
Writing their own reproach; to whose soft seizttte 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of fee.\NSC 
Hard as the palm of \>iougV\metv\TW\X\wx\.<S^^^^«^^' 

* A servant to a knight. ^ '^^^siiB«t, 



Ajs true thou tell'st me,,wheii I say— I Ipyehor^' -<l 
But, saying thus, ihstead of oil andhalni} ; 

Thou lay'st' in every gash that love hath given me * 
The kiiffe that made it. . ; 

,-.,:■..,.;,- • . ■ , . t 

SUC9£S$ NOT E/^VAL TO QUR HOPBS. : ' 

The ample proposition, that hope makes : l 
[n all designs oeguii on earth b^low, 
Fails in the promised largeness: checks and disasten 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd: 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap. 
Infect the sound pine,^ and divert his erain 
Tortive and errant* from his course of growth. 

A^DVERSITT THE TRIAL OF MAN. 

Why then, you princes. 
Do you With cheeks abashed behold our works; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought 

else. 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistive constancy in n#n ? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love; for, the bold and coward, . 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread. 
The hard and soft,' seem all affin'dt and kin: 
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown. 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnoWs the lignt away; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich i,n yktue, and unmingled. 

ON DEGREE. 

Take but degree away, untune that string. 
And hark, what discord follows! each thing meets 
In mere| oppugnancy : The bounded waters 
Should hA their bosoms higher than the shores, 
And make a sop of all this solid globe: 
Strensth should be lord of imbecility, 
And the rude son should strike his father dead: 
Force should be right; or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides) 

♦ Twhted and rambling. t Joined by af&nity. 
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Should lose their names, and so should jostiee too. 

Then every thing includes itself in power. 

Power into will, will into appetite; 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So doubtedly secondly with will and power. 

Must make perforce an universal prey. 

And, last, eat up himself. 

ACHILLES DESCRIBED BT ULYSSES. 

The great Achilles, — (whom opinion crowns) 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent .n 

Lies mocking our designs: With him, Patroclos, 
Upon a lazy bed the live-long day 
Breaks scurril jests; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 
He pageants* us. Sometime, great AgamemnoUs 
Thy toplessf depiftation he puts on; 
And, like a strutting player, — ^whose conceit 
Lies in. his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretchM footing and the scaffoldage,.^ — 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested§ seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 
'Tis like a chime a mending; with terms unsauair'd,|| 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon aroppHi, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff. 
The large AchiUes, on his prest bed lolling, 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause; 
Cries — Excellent! — His Agamemnon jiLst, — 
Novo play we Nestor; — Aem, and stroke thy beard^ 
As he, being drest to some oration. 
That's done; — as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels: as like as Vulcan and his wife: 
Yet good Achilles still cries, Evcellent! 
'Tw Nestor right! Now play him me, PatroclaSi 
Armir^ to answer in a mght alarm, 

* In modern language, takes us off. 

f Supreme. \ The a;a\\er»ii <A >^ ^^ita*- 

§ Boyond the truth. \\ \5iv«A«lV^^ 



'^IB BEAtrTIES 01^ SHAK^^iiliE. 

And 'ftienj forsooth, the faint defects^ of age 
Must be the scene of mirth; to cough, and spit, 
And with a palsy^fumbling on his gorget, 
Shake in and out the rivet: — and at this sport, 
Sir Valour die^: cries, 0!—enofigh, Patroclus, 
Or give me ribs .of steel f I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen. And in this fashion!. 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

CONDUCT IN WAR SUPERIOR TO ACTIOK. 

The still and mental parts, — 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike, 
When fitness calls them on; and know, by measure, 
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight, — 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity: 
They call this — bed-work, mappery, closet-war 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall. 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poise^ 
They place before his hand that made the engine; 
Qr those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

RESPECT. 

Task, that I might waken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus. 

. ACT II. 

DOUBT, 

The wound of peace is surdity. 
Surety secure; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. 

For pleasure, and revetv^ift, 
"fave ears niore deaf lV\av\ viA^fevs\\ft>Ctv^x'\\R^ 
Of stny true decision. 
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THE SUBTILTT OP ULT;M|^^ AKP .S3^U)^lD^i7T Of .;4>JAX- 

•;^*a7. I do hate a proud ma^, as I lu^te,t;he «ngeii 
tiering of t<»Ads. 

iVe«<, Aod sfet hejoves himself: Is it not strange! 

• [4Hde 

lily 88, Achilks will not to the fi!$ld. to-morrow. 

Jl^am. What's his excuse? 

Uly8s,^ He doth relj on none; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose, 
Without observance or respect of any, ♦ 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

^^em. Why will he not, upon our fait reou^st, 
Untent his person, and share the air with usr 

Ulyss, Tnings small as nothing, for request's sake 
only, 
He makes' important: Posseiss'd he is with greatness 
And speaks not to himself but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath: imagin'ci worth 
Holds m his blood such swollen and hot discourse. 
That, 'twixt bis mental and his active parts^ 
Kingdoin'd: Achilles in commotion 'rages, 
And batters down himself: What should I say? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry — Norecti^ery. 

Mgam, Let Ajax g;o to^im. 

Dear lord, go youand greet him in his tent: 
'Tis said^ he holds you well; and will be led, 
^t yoiir request, a little from himself. 

Vims. O Agamemnon, let it not be so! 
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
W hen they go irom Achilles : Snail the proud iord^ 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam* 
And never suffers matter of the; world : ^ 
Enter bisthoughts^-rHSav^ such as do revolve . 
And ruminate himself'^-«hall be. be worsbipp'd r 
Of that we hold, an idol more than he? 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord . 
Must .not sO:Sta,le his palm, nobly acquired; / 
Nqr^ by my Will as suDjugate his m^rit, 



As amply titled as Achilles is^ 

By going to Achilles: 

That were to enlard his fat already pride; 

And add more coals to Cancer^* when he bums 

With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him ! Japiter forbid; 

ktid say in thunder — Achilles, go to him, 

Nesi, O, this is well; he rubs the vein of him. 

.\ ' [Aiide. 

Bio, And how his silence drinks up this applause! 

\Aside, 

Jijax. If 1 go to him, with my arm'd fist I'll pashf 
him 
Over the face. 

Agam, O, no, you shall not go. [pride. 

ti^. An he be proud with me, I'll pheezef his 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyss, Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarrel. 

Ajax, A paltry^ insolent fellow, 

^est. How he describes 

Himself! [Aside. 

AJax. Can he not be sociable? 

Ulyss. The raven 

Chides blackness. [Aside. 

Ajax, I will let his humours blood. 

Agam, He'll be physician, that should be the 
patient. ^ [Aside. 

Ajax, An all men 
Where o' ray mind, 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. 

[Aside, 

Ajax, He should not bear it so, . 
He should eat swords firsts Shall pride carry it? 

Nest, An 'cwould, you'd carry half. [Aside. 

* The sign in the Zodiac into which the uun enten 
/one 21. 

** And Cancer leddens with the solar blaze." 



Ulyis, JEie^ have ten skares. 

Jliax* V\\ knead hkn, I will make him supple:-—^ 

if est. He's not yet thorough warm: Ibrce* him 
with praises: 
Pour in, pour in; his amhition is dry. [Aside. 

Ulyss, My lord, you feed too mueh on this dislike. 

[To Agamemnon. 

NesL nohle general, do not do so. 

Dio, You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Ulyss, Why, 'tis this naming of him does him 
harm. 
Here is a man — But His hefore his face; 
I willr be silent. 

Nest, Wherefore should you so? 

lie is not emulous,t as Achilles is. 
: Ulyss, Know the whole world, he is as valiant, 

Jljax, A whoreson dog, that shall palter J; thus with 
us! 
I would, he were a Trojan. 

Nest, What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now- • 

Ulyss, If he were proud? 

Dio, Or covetous of praise? 

Ulyss, Ay, or surly borne ? 

Dt(K Or strange, or self-affected? 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck: 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyodd all eruoition: 
But he that disciplined thy arms to fight. 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 
And give him half; and, for thy vigour 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition§ yield 
To sinewy Ajax. 1 will not praise thy wisdom 
Which, like a bourn, H a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts: Here's Nestor^^ 
Instructed by the antiquary times. 

•Stuff tEuvMws. %trfi«u \'\:^«ft^ 

I Stream, ri?^et 
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He nms^, faelsj he: cannot but be wise; — 
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
Acs^-green ad AjaxV and your brain so temp«r'd, 
ITou^ should not have t)ie eminence of him^ 
But be as Ajax. 
^jax,' Shall I call you.fathei? 

iVlwf. Ayj my good son. ' 

Dio, Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. ^^ 

Ulyss, There is no tarrying faeref the hart Achillea 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy; To-morrow, 
We must with ail our main of power stand fast: 
And here's a lord, — come knights from east to west. 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep: 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw 
deep. 

ACT in. 

AN EXPECTING- LOT£R. 

No, Fandarua, I stalk about her door, 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banksj 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fieldSi 
Where i may wallow in the lily-buds 
Proposed for the deserver! gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoQltl^r piucknis painted wings, • 
And fly with me to Cre^sid! 

I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That enchants my sense i What wdl it be, 
When that the wat'ry palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar? death, I fear )M: / 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy 'too fine, ' ' f 

Too' SHbtle-potenti tuh*d too sharp in sweetnw^ ' 
For the capacity ot mVtMdw powers: - ' 

/ ibir It much : and \ do (e^t Xmso^v^ 

TbsLt I shall lose distiTiclioii Viv m^ V^% * V 



Aftdoth a battle^ whevdKjclunrgeoii/iieapt 
The enemy flyiDg. 

• • • • ' • 

• 

Even such a passion doth ein(hrate my bOMittt. 
My heart beats thieker than a feverona poise; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 
Like vassalage at unawares encounf ring 
The eye of majesty. 

CONSTANCY IN LOVE PROTIJ^TED. \ 

Tro. True swains in l6ve shall, in the world to 
come, 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,* 
Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration.— 
As true as steet, as plantase to the moon, 
As sun to day, as turtle to ner mate, . 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,-^ 
Yet, after all comparisonaof truth. 
As truth's authentic author to be cited, 
As true as Troilus shall crown upf the verse. 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres, Prophet may you be' 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 
When time is old and hath forgot itself. 
When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dust V nothing; yet let memory. 
From fefefe to false, among false maids in love, > 
Upbraid my falsehood! when th^y have saidr— as 

false ' ^ 

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her sdn; 
Yea, let them sayi to stick the hearH of falsehood^ 
Aj l^lse fts Cressid. 

'PRIDE CURES PniDB. 

Pride hath no other glass 
To show itself,^ but pride*, fotlKi^^l^Vtk^ 
Feed ^I'rog^nce, ana are tiaft "jTOi^tiAti?^^*^^^ 

*CqmpanMm. \ 



OREATNEfS^ VO^VEMtVlil.E WlOBK ON ^TBE DEtildllB 

'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen otit with fofr 
tune,, s 

Must fall out with men too; What the declined is, 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others. 
As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their mealy win^s but to the summer: 
And not a man, for being siniply man. 
Hath any honour; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 
Which when they fall, as being slippery standers, 
The love that lean'd on them as slippery too: 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in tne fall. 

H0170UR MC7ST BE ACTIVE TO PRESERVE ITS 

LUSTRE. 

Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 

^Wherein he puts alms foi^ oblivion, 
A great-sizea monster of ingratitudes: 
Those scraps are good deeds past: which are de 

vour'd 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : Preservance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright: To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way, 
For honour travels in a strait as narrow, 
Where one but goes abreast: keep then the path; 
Pot emulation hath a thousand sons, 
That one by one pursue^ If you give way. 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 
Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by. 
And leave you hindmost:— 
Or, like a sallant horse fallen in first rai^k. 
Lie there lor pavement to the abject rear, [present, 
0*er-run and trampled on: Then what they do io 
Though less then yours in oast, must o'ertop your*: 

For time is Jike a £a&bicmime\io%\.^ 

That 8ligjk%\y sh^^V^a UVa ^w\!u5k^%?a«!^\s^ S\x^Vv^^^ 



And with his arms oat-stveteh'd,;a8 he would fly, 

Grasps-in the comer. Welcome ever smiles. 

And farewell goes out si^hing^ 0, let noj^ virtue seek 

Remuneration for the thing it was; 

For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

Love, frienc hip, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of naturae makes the whole. world kin,-» 

That all with one consent, praise new*born gawds,* 

Though they are made and moulded of things past, 

And give to dust, that is a little gilt, 

More laud than gilt o'er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object. 

LOVE SHOOK OFF BIT A SOLDIER. 

Swegt, roij^e yourself: and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 
And, like a dew-drop fromithe lion's mane. 
Be shook to air. 

THBRSITES MIMICKING AJAX. 

Ther, A wonder! 

JieML What? [himsejf. 

Ther. AJax goes up and down the field, asking for 

AchU, How so? 

Ther, He must fight singly to-morrow with Hec- 
tor: and is so prophetically proud of an heroical 
cudgelling, that ne raves .in saying nothing. 

,SchU. How can that be ? 

Ther, Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock, 
a stride, and a stand : ruminates, like a hostess, that 
hath no arithmetic but her brain to set down her 
reckoning: bites his lip with a politic regard, as who 
should say — ^there were wit in this head, an 'twould 
out; and so there is; but it lies as coldly in him as 
fire in a flint, which will not show without knocking. 
The man*s undone for ever; for if Hector break not 
his neck i' the combat, he'll break it himself in vain« 
glory. He knows not me; I said, Goochnortow, 
Ajax; and he replies, Thardes, AgamemnQu. Vi^.^^ 

.28 * 



,ai6 BfiHUTIBS OF 6HAKSPEARE. 

tl^iiik yoaof t&isman, that takes me for the general. 
He is gro^m a very land-fish, ianguageless, a mon- 
ster. A plague of opinion! a man may wear it on 
both sides, like a leather jerkin. 

Aehil. Thou must be my ambassador to him, 
Thersites. 

Ther, Who, I? why, he'll answer nobody; he pro- 
fesses not answering; speaking is for beggars; he 
wears his tongue in his arms. 1 will put on his pres- 
ence: let Patroclus make demands to me, you shall 
see the pageant of Ajax. 

j2cA«7. ,To him, Patroclus: Tell him, — I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent^ and to procure 
safe conduct for his person, of the magnanimous, and 
most illustrious, six-or-«even-times-honoured captain 
general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this. 

Patr, Jove bless great Ajax. 

Ther, Humph! 

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles, 

TA«-. Ha! 

Patr, Who most humbly desires you to invite 
Hector to his tent !— - 

Ther,. Humph! 

Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Agamem- 
non. 

Ther. Agamemnon? 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. What say you to-t? 

Ther. God be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven 
o'clock it will go one way or other; however he shall 
pav for me eve he has me. ' 

"Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther, Fare you well, with all my heart. 

AehU* Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther,^ No, but he's out o* tune thus. What miisii: 
will be in him when Hector has knocked out ))if 



TROeJUS AND CMISSIDA. ^19 

bfmiu, I know not: But, I am sure, none; unless tKe 

fiddler Apollo get nis sinews to make catlings* on. 

AchiL Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him 

straight. 
Ther. Let me bear another to his horse; for that^s 
the more capablef creature. 

Achil, My mind is troubled like a fountain stirr'd 
And I D^yself see not the bott<mi of it. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclvs. 

Ther, 'Would the fountain of your mind were 

clear again, that I misht water an ass at it I I had 

rather be a tick in a i^eep, than such a valiant igno* 

ranee. 



ACTUV. 

LOVERS PARTING IN THE MORNING. 

Tro, Cressida! but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribaldt crows. 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longeri 
I would not from thee. 

Crc8, Night hath been too brief. 

Tro, Bpshrew the witch! with venomous wights 
she stays. 
As tediously as hell: but flies the grasps of love. 
With wings more momentary swiil than thought. 

A lover's farewell. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how; 
As many farewells as be s^ars in heaven, 
With distinct breath, and consign'd§ kisses to theiDi 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu j 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss: 
Distasted with the salt of broken || tears. 

TROILUS'S character OF THE GRECIAN TOVTHt* 

The Grecian youths are full of quality;ir 

• Lute>8trings made of Catgut. 

f Intelligent. % Lewd, noisy. ^ 

§ Sealed. 11 Interrupted. 

1^ Highly accomplished. \ 



BEAWTWSB OF 

Thej'te loving, well composed, with \^M d Batoi 

flowing, 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise; 
How novelty may move, and parts with person^ 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 
Makes me afeard. 

A TRUMPETER. 

Now crack thv lungs, and split thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cneek 
Out-swelf the colic of puflPd Aquilon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood' 
Thou blow'st for Hector. 

DIOMEDES' MANNER OF WALKING. 

*Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifls him from the earth. 

DESCRIPTION OF CRESSIDA. 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Nay, her foot speaks: her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and mdtive* of her body. 
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 
That ^ve a coasting welcome ere it comes. 
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity, 
And daughters of the game. 

CHARACTER OF TROILUS. 

The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature yet matchless: firm of word; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedlesst in his tongue: 
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd soon calm'd 
His heart and hand both open, and both free; 
F\jr what he his, he gives, what thinks, he shows; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impairj: thought with breath 
Manly as Hector,. but more dangerous: 
For iiector, in hisblaz^ o^^x^^^^MVi^wibes^ 

♦Motion. ^ 'Xa<i\io«BX«t. 

t Unsuitable to Vi» chawicteT ^ XvOi^» «.^^ nwcj. 
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To ..ender objects; but he, in heat of action, 
Is mci^e vindicative than jealous love. 

HECTOR IN BATTLE. 

I have, thou gallant Troian, seen thee o(t, 
^Labouring for destiny, maKe cruel way, [thee^ 

Through ranks of Greekish youth: and I have seen 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed. 
Despising many forieits and subduements, 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i' the air, 
Not letting it decline on the dcclin'd;* 
That I have said to some my standers-by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder, deahng life! 
And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ^ing of Wreeks have hemm'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wrestling. 

ACHILLES SURVETING HECTOR. 

Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I destroy him? whether there, there, or there' 
That I may give the local wound a name; 
And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew: vAnswer me, heavens! 

ACT V. 

RASH VOWS. 

The gods are deaf to hot and peevishf vowfi 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

HONOUR MORE DEAR THAN LIFE. 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate: 
Life every man holds dear; but ihe dear man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear^ than, life. 

^ PITV TO BE DISCARDED IN WAR. 

For the love of all the gods, 
Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother; 
And when we have our armours buckled on. 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swa 
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Bolingbroko*8 public entry into London described 
Boy, description of a beautiful one 
Braggart - - - 

a cowardly one - - • - 
Braggarts, talking;^ .... 
Bribery, honest - - - 

Brutus 3j9d Cassius, tent scene between 

the parting of - ^ 
Buckingham, Duke of, his prayer for the king 
Caliban, curses of - - - - - 

\ his exultation afler having attempted the 
chastity of Miranda 
his promises 
Calumny • - - 
Cassius, his contempt for Cesar 
Ceremony insincere - • , 

Cesar, his dislike of Cassius 
Chastity - - • . • 

Cheerfulness • - . . 
Christmas-time, reverence paid to 
Churchman, description of one - 
Clarence's dream in the tower 
Cleopatra, her solicitude in the absence of Antony 
her sailing down the Cydnus described 
her infinite power of pleasing 
her supposed death, description of 
her reflections on the death of Antony 
her dream and description of Antony 
her speech on applying the asp 
Oorafaiins, his praise of Coriolanus in the senate 
CofflDanion and clemency superior to revenge 
Conduct in war aupcript Xo afi.\\QiCL « « • 
OdnscJence - - • • • - 
aySXtf • - - • • 
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84 
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246 
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59 
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111 

78 

199 

13 

62 

31 

238 

242 

161 

68^10 

68 

70 
215 
229 
287 
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13,188 

40 
204 
168 
154 
172 
^ ift. 
173 
177 
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178 
179 
187 

76 
818 
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B^ a good one detetibad 

the struggles of - - 
a murderer's account of 

ion - - - 

n under banishment . 

ff horrors of * 
4readfttl .till executed 
Brutus*s apostrophe to 

.tion, aealous, described 

terfect 



3 before marriage 

ler speech on the ingratitude of her sisters 

:, an imaginary description of his warring 

character of - - 

his abhorrence of flattery 

his detestation of the Tulgar 
-his prayer for his son 
' no weight in misery 
ice, a guiky one described 
in oppressed one 

youth 

!, Timon's reflections dti 
loble, character of a 
conceited one 

lical, description of one by Hotspur 
• * • 

and perjury 

irohbishop, his prophecy respecting 
sen Elizabeth . • * 
lescription of her - 
leetions on a 
transports of a 
issuasions from ezereising 
rentage 
lew ones followed - 

pe from- 

s hold of any support 

' • « m m 

iporal, hx better than eteftaal 
'orvof 

most in apprehension 
strophe to 
roach of ' - 

jments agtinat tKe feai of 
fide woman 
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103 
156 
131 
107 

99 
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276 
128 

74 
253 
181 
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185 
188 

62 
143 
269 

96 

14 
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26 
116 
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168 
328 
126 
146 
231 
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161 
232 

78 
102 
159 
203 
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Deed, a gqpd one compired tofm ttsaiM 

Deiainatioo - . 

D^ee, reflections on - . • 

Delay, against 

Delights, violent ones not lasting 

Departing diseases, strength of 

Dependents not to be too muclv trusted Un^«f« "w^ 

Desdemona, her fidelity - 

Desire of beloved objects heightenied hn^ 

Despair, description of 

Despondency - - - 

Determined love 

Dew in flowers - • 

Diomedes, his manner q€ walking 

Dirge, a fuqeral one 

Disguise - - - 

Dissimulation - • 

Doubt, description of 

Dover cli^ description of . - 

Dreams, reflections on 

Drums ... 

Drunkards enchanted by Ariel 

Duelling, arguments against 

Duty, modest, always acceptable 

virtupu), the .power of 

doing of iv merits no. praise 
Dying with the person beloved preferable to parting 
Edgar, his account of discovering himself to ui U^tK 
Eloquence and beauty 
England, description of 

invincible if unanimous . 
pathetically described 
apostrophe to * 

English curiosity, satire on . - 
army described 

miser«d>le state of 
Envy - - - . - 

Evening, a fine one - , - 
Evils, the remedy of them generally in ounelvei 
Expedition, what - . - 
EyeS|Wom«a's 
Fairy jealousy, and its eflTects 

bank described 

courtesies • 

Fairies and mafic • 
FafBtMff*B catechism - 
Faiber, authority of one 

lamenting his dao^lrn'm VoW 
fondnen of oim Cor Yna c\u^ 
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ision oCone on the murder of a favolurila 

child - - - - 

e best guest at his son's nuptials - 
iger of one - - - 

II curse-of one on his: child 
>thers no justification of our own - 
compared to honeysuckles 
sndship - - . - . - • . 
lautions to young ones 
r his swimming ashore described 
and Miranda, interesting scene between 
ititude . - - 

nd an even-minded man 
if sul, description of 
'iption of one, and his moralizing on time 
lerty of speech 
aess 

s, mutual, the duty of 
1 equal to murder 
true 

ms our judgmenti 
Her, description-of a beggarly cm 
(mMikenone 
irting of 

in love - • - 

martial • • . 

if common • 

- " ^ 

s fear • • 

tne in Romeo and Juliet 
ro]^ men - 
'4nuldle aged men 
* yoilng men 

, <an accomplished young one 
:ription of one appearing in a dream 
ish at the crowing of a cock • 

ribed - - r • 

ke of, his deformity - • 

his dissimulation 
utchess of, her remonstrance to ber 
husband wh^n doing penance 
vA o£, hia farewdl to the world • 
less ol^ Jeter to be.renismbered 
ce of the- - - • - 

stions on. - • • . • 

I of - - - • - • 

iMrereonft. » « • 

I an old MrrttBl • 
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244 
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199 

83 
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175 
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91 
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203 
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252: 
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Gravity, afiected 

assumed - - - 

Greatness sul)ject to censure 

the cares of - , • 

when falling described 

departing 

contemptible when on the decline 

Grief 99 

tokens of ... 

real - - - - 

immoderate discommended 
Griefs, the greater ones destroy the less 
Hamlet his soliloquy on his mother's marriage 

his speech on the appearance of his father's ghdet^ 

and the mischiefs it might tempt him to^ 
and the ghost, scene between ' - 

his mad aiddreai, described by Ophelia 
his reflections on the player and himself 
his soliloquy on life and death 
his instructions to the players 
his reflections on the king • - 

conference between him and his mother 
his irresolution ... 

his reflections on Yorick's scuU 
Happiness consists in opinion 
Hatred, remorseless - • • . 

Health, a - - - . . - • 

Hector, description of him in battle 
Henry lY. his character of Percy «nd prince Henry 

his pathetic address to his son 
Henry Prince, soliloquy of , - 

modest challenge of - • ^ 

modest defence of himself 

his pathetic speech on the death of 

Hotspur ' - 

and his father, scene between 
y. diaracter of, by his father 

by the constable of France 
perfections of - - • 

his speech before the battle of Agiaoourt 
VI. on his own lenity 
YUI. his character of Queen Katharine 
Benotir 

dae to personal vhrtue only, and not to Irarth 
amaid^B • - - • 

' to be confened on ib«c\X vg\^ ~ ^ 
•iid|ioUcy ■ - - *, 

mast be aclVfe to ^t%iftt^^\Xa>wto^ 
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Honour more dear than lift • / 


829 


Hope ..... 


• 86,159 


deceitful , - - • • 


109 


Horror, its outward^ efiecta deieribed 


164 


Hounds ..... 


57 


Hunting ...... 


56 


Hypocrisy .-..•. 


106 


in a governor . • • . 


88 


Hypocrite, the character of an areh one 


39 


lago, his dispraise of honesty - • < 


273 


Jealousy ..•.., 


. 24,87 




2i 


definition of • • • . • • 


278 


Jest and Jester .- . • • , 


29 


Jester ..«••. 


80 


Jew, malice of the • • '• • * 


42 


expostulation of the ] • • • « 


ib. 




43 


his reyenee . . • • • 
Imagiiiatioa, the power of • • • • 


45 


57 


Imogen, her bedchamber, scene of • • '• 


191 




198 


awaking - . • . • 


202 


infant, exposing of one • • • . 


. 88,89 


Infidelity in a friend - . • • . 


86 


Infirmity, the faults of, pardonable . • • 


246 


Ingratitude, a song - ... • ■ 


19 


of false friends . • • . 


SOS 


miserable shifts of . • . 


ib. 




168 


Inconstancy in man . . • • « 


86 


Innocence - . - 


88 


discovered by the oountenance • 


61 


youthful • . . . . 


86 


silent, its eloquence . • > 


88 


harmless - • • • - 


198 


Insects, cruelty to • 


814 




67 


changed to sorrow - • • 


299 , 


Juliet, resolution of - ^ - • • < 


297 


her sohloquy on drinking the opiate • • 


ib. 


Katharine, Queen, her speech to her husband 


162* 


her speech to Cardinal Wolsey 


163 


on her own merit • • 


ib. 


compared to a lily 


164 


Kent, county of, described . • • 


V& 


Kti^, in Hattd^, his despairing eol'Aof^f 
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IC&igs, mwnrj of - x - - 

divmity of • - - - * 

Labour - - ■ . • • 

Lad^ a complete one , • • 

Lavina at her late • . . • . 

the loss of her tonsiie described 
Lear, on the ingratitude of his daughters 

his distress in the stomi 

his exclamations in the tempest 
I his distraction described 

his description of his flatterws 

and Gordelia, scene between 

his speech to Cordelia when taken prifoiMr 

on the death of Cordelia 

dyingt - - - 

Liberty indulged, the consequence of it 

spirit of it • 
Life chequereo • • 

reflections on the vanitj of 

recluse, described • 

demands action • 

the vicissitudes of it • 

loathed - • 

and death, soliloquy on 

necessaries of it few • 

reflections on - • 

Lightness of foot - • 

Lion, a hungry one described 
Loquacity 
Lote -- -. -29,62 

humorous description of it 

the power of - • 

in a grave severe govenior 

messenger, compared to an April day 

true, ever crossed 

in idleness 

true • • • 

concealed *• . • 

unsought • • 

commended uid censured 

forward and dissemblingr 
» compared to ah April day 
a waT*«i image 

contempt of it punished 

increased by attempts to rappren it 

eompared to % ^g^e oa\tA 

ooretumed * - • * _*_JV_ 

cemmled by ^pcoipwritf %\wfc^««"«»^ w»»ifci| 
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mMff Ska Boblenen of lift • • • • ' M^ 

foto BMtiYe of OUmUo'i marryiiif • • 274 

heralds of • • • • • 294 

ioTitation to • • • • • 818 

in a brave yonng loMier - • • • 81ft 

constancy id, protested - • • • 828 

■Look off by a soldier • • • • 825 

liOTer, a description of one . • • 17, 20 

a successful one compared to a conqueror • 47 

his thoughts compared to the inarticulate jojrs 

of a crowd • • • • . - ibm 

speech of one - • - • • 69 

' protestations of one • • • - 74 

his banishment - - • • 83 

a faithful and constant one • • - t&. 

description of one in solitude • • 85 

exclamation of one • • • • 276 

his computation of tune • • • 280 

an expecting one descrit)od •. • • 821 

the parting of one • • • • 831 

Lorers parting - • • • • 145 

unsettled humours of • • • • 297 

light of foot 294 

impatience of • • • • , • ib, 

their reluctance to part • • • 296 

parting in the morning • • • 827 

Loyalty, - - - • • - 115 

Macbeth, his temper - • • *• • 257 

his irroMlution - • • . 258 

his guilty conscience and fears of Banquo 263 

Lady, her soHloquy on the news of Duncan's 

approach • . . • • 258 

murdering scene in . • •> 259 

Macduff, his behaviour on the murder of his wife and 

children .... - 269 

Madness occasioned by poison . . • 106 

Maidens, their prayers effectual . * - 8 

Malcolm, his character of himself . • - 268 

Malicious men described . . • • 168 

Man, description of a merry one - • « 26 

in love humorous description of • • 81 

three things in him disliked by females • 84 

in tears ... . • • 105 

reflections on - - • • • 212 

Man's pre-eminence - • • • • 28 

Margaret, Queen, her speech before the battle of . 

Tewkesbury • • • • • "^851. 
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it» Queen^'hor execrations onlQbliard'.II^' ' :*■ 
' ^ her ezpiobftiaada'ft eefilokiay . mn 
Marriage described - - • * 
Master taking leate of hie wnrants 
Mediocrity" - • • • 
Melancholy - • - - 
the varieties of 
the parent of error 
Men all frail - - 

wilful - • 

Mercy - v - 

frequently mistaken- 
commended in governors 
Merit always modest 
Messenger, post, described 

'with i\Y news 
Midnight ' - ■ - 
Mind, lowliness of~the 

the, 'alone valuable -^ 
a disordered one - 
its diseases incurable 
Mirth and melancholy 
Mob - - • - - 

no stability intone 
Modesty in youth 
Moon - - • 

Moonlight - - • - 

night - 

Morning, description of • - • • • 148, < 

dawn of - 
Mother, fondness of one for a beaotifui child 
ravings of one -.-.-. 
grief of one for tiie loss of her son 
Murder of the two young princes in the Tower de 

scription of 
Murderer, countenance of one 
Muse invocation to • • 

Music .... • . . 45, 

Nature, the force of - 

and art 
Ncwsbearer - • . 
Night, description of . • • • 58,' ] 

Night in a camp described 
Obedience to princes 

Octavia's entrance, what it should have been 
Oil^nces mistaken • • • . • 

Oliver, his tlescription ot Aaxv^w ^Vsn limi^xBai 
Ophelia^ desf^riplion of Vi« ^wXSa. 



iNiNnL i 

O^ia; h.r mterment . -> ■■..:. 

Opportumry to be seized <>ii all deb&^oni of Ufii 
Ofnament, or appearances, the deceit of » 
Othello, his description to the Senate of his winniiig 
the affections of DesderaonA 

his first suspicion - - • 

his jealousy^ gaining ground 

his i^ory of the han&erchief 

his distraction - - - - 

his fondness * • - • 

his Confirmed jealoosy - • 

his pathetic upbraiding» ef DetdonoBa 

his irresolution to murder Desdcnnona 

hi^ confusion aflcr the murder 

hi3 love - - 

his remorse • 

his speech before his death 
Fainting - - - - 

to what compared 
Pardon, the sanction of wickcdnesr 

despair of - - 

Passion, real, dissembled 

too strong for vows 

a rising one described 
Pastors, ungracious, satires on 
Patience easier taught than practised 

and sorrow - 
Patriotism - - 

Peace inspires love 

after a civil war 
after a siege 
People, Brutus^s speech to the 
Percy, Lady, her pathetic speedi to 
Perfection admits of no addition 
human, the extent of 
Person, description of a murdered one 
Petition, a tender oiie 
Philosophy, a shepherd's 
Pity to be discarded in war 
Play-fellows - 
Pleasure, the vanity of 
and reyehge 
of doing good 
Poetry, the power of, with fem&lH 
Popular favour, method to gain 
Popularity described 
Portia, her suitors * 

her picture • * 

29* 



her hadMaid 
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281 

t6. 

282 . 
284 
285 .r 
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ib. 
286 

64 
202 

81 

88 

21 

74 
246 
206 

23 
261 
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68 
113 
189 
283 
116 
103 
206 
132 

18 

20 
829 

14 

26 
818 
802 

84 ' 
184 
182 
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Poftlil^ her speech to Brutus • 
PoisessioQ more languid than ezpeetattoa 
Power, 7anity of, and misery of king* 
abuse of v . • • 

Prec^ts against ill fortune 
Preferment - 
Presents prevail with women • 

lightly regarded by real lovers 
Pride cures pride ^. . • 

Prodigies - - - . - 

ridiculed - • 

Promise and performance, difierenoe between 
Prospero's r^>roof of Ariel •• - 

Prbvidonce directs our actions 

the justice of - • 

Pud - 

Quickly, Dame, her account of Falstaff's death, 
RM;iciae8 detestable - • - 

Relenting tenderness - - • 

R^ientance • - - • 

Reputation - . » ' . \ 
Resentment, silent, the deepest 
Resolution - 

from a sense of honour • 

firm - • • 

obstinate - • • 

Reqteci described ... 

Revenge - - - * 

the Jew's implacable . «• 
the Jew's reason for 
Rhymers, miserable ones ridiculed - 
Richard III. omens on the birth of • 

his soliloquy on iiis own deformity 
hi/s love for Lady Anne 
his praise of hb own person 
his hypocrisy 

character of, by his mother 
starting in li^s dream 
his behaviour after an alarum 
his address before the battle 
Ring, description of one 
Rising early the way to eminence 
Romeo, on his banishment - • 

his description of, and discourse with the 

apothecary . • - 

his conduct wvlVi Paris ^ • 
his last speech ovei 3viX\^X. v&.>Cga Vnsi^ \ 
lt«Mliiid proposing to waax msiCm ^^>^«a * 
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87 
179 
187 
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154 

159 
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179 

294 
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299 
801 
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fiojraltjf ntlserief of • - 

inborn 
Rumour deitcribed • • 

Satire, apology for - • , 

Say, Lord, hig' apology for hidlMlf 
Qcene of a. banquet - 
Scene of Lady Macbeth in her f leep 
Season, nothing good out of - 
Reducers, dustom of - • ' 

Self-accusation of too great love 
Self-denial,' a conquest • 

Self-interest, powerful effects of 
Senses returning 
bhcpherd, character of an honest and simple 
Shepherd's life, the blessings of one 
Simplicity and duty • 

rural 
Slander • • . 

Sleep - - - 

sound 

apostrophe to 
Solicitation", the season of 
Soliloquy in prison 
Solitude preferred to a court !ife 
Song - - - 

a beautiful one • 

character of an old one 
Sonnet - • - 

Sorrow, efibcts of it • ' 
Sorrows rarely single - 
Speculation more easy than practice 
Spirit, a warlike one described 
Spring, a song • 

Station, a low one, the blessings of life 
Statue described •. - 

Steward, a faithful one 
Stories, melancholy ones described 
Storm, Ariel's description and nmnagement of 
Study - • - • - 

Submission to heaven our duty 
Success not equal to our hopes 
Sun rising after a dark night 
Sycophants, flattering ones 
Tears, to what compared 
Thanks • - 

Thersites mimickinff Ajaz 
Thpuj^ts Ineff^ttttU to iiiod«ni» tflMnoL 
ftmbitioQib ^ nEA\« %l% • * 
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timo .---.- . . 68 

Timon, his execration of the Atheniins . - - 805 

hir speech to Alcibiades - . • • 807 

his -reflections on the earth • . • - • 808 

hi» discourse with Apemantns - .- t6. 

liis speech to the thieves . - - , • 310 

his character of an honest steward - • 311 

Titles, new ones - - . - - • 95 

Travelling, advantage of ■ - • • . 81 

Troilus, character of - - - • • 838 

Trust in man, vanity of - - - . 157 

Trumpete/, description of one - • • 328 

Valley, description of a melancholy one • • 31S 

Virtue and goodness - - • • . 38 

Vanity of human nature • - • . 88, 74 

wishes - • • • 173 

Vicious persons infatuated by heaven • - 176 

Victory by the French, description of • • 97 

English - - - • t&. 

Villain to be noted . ^ • . • 64 

his look and n^ady zeal - • • 101 

Violets - - - - - - 112 

Virtue given to be exerted .... 30 

Ulysses, the subtilty of him, and stupidky of Ajax - 323 

Unkindness described - . \ . . 249 

VoIumnia*s resolution on the pride of Conolanus - 186 

^ pathetic speech to her son Coriolanua - 190 

Vows, rash- ones, condemned - • - ^ . 829 

Vuljgar, fickleness of the - • • - 124 

Wai-, prognostics of - - • - . 109 

miseries of • . - • - . 141 

Warrior, a gallant one - • • • 120 

Warwick, earl of, his dyin|[ speech • • • 151 

Wedding, a mad one described ... 65 

Widcw compared to a turtle - • • • 94 

Wile, duty of one to her hu&Sand • ' • ^ • 66 

song^ of one to her husband - • * • 118 

description of a good one ... 162 

impatience of one to meb\ her husband • 195 

innocency of one .... 199 

Winter, a son^ - . . • . 30 

Wisdom superior to fortune . • • • 176 

Witches described • • . • • 260 

power of - - • • • • 280 

Wolsey, Cardinal, his speech to Cromwell • • 166 

■ «ik iiAGO\unl oC his O^ath • • 167 

^#Mm« htr tongiiA • - • • * ^ 
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Woman should be youngest in love • 
her fears 

resolved and ambitious one • 
in man's apparel 
Wonien« frailty of - • - 

want greatly prevails on them 
satire on ' - 
Wonder, proceeding from sudden joy 
World, its true value * - • 

Worldliness - - - • 

Wreck, a clown's description of one - 
Wrong and insolence described 
York, duke of, his death described 

his character of his sons 
in battle, description of him 
York, Dutchess of, her lamentation on the misfortunes 

her family 
Toung women, advice to them 
Youth, courage and modesty in them , 

the boasting of - . / • 

Youths, Grecian, described hy Troilus 
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194 
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